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Dedication 


For all the readers who have begged for Bear’s book. This 
one is for you. 


Trademarks Acknowledgement 


The author acknowledges the trademarked status and 
trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned in 
this work of fiction: 


Coke: The Coca-Cola Company 


Chapter One 


“Hey, Bobby, have you seen Coach Billings?” Liam asked, 
sticking his head into the weight room. There were a couple 
of players working out, with Rudy right in the centre, 
laughing and telling off-colour jokes. 


From the looks of the sweaty towels draped over every 
machine, Liam thought maybe Rudy had better things to do. 
Rudy gave a fluttery wave, but Liam chose to ignore the 
worst trainer who'd ever lived. 


“I think he’s in the equipment room,” Bobby replied. 


Before Liam could turn around, Rudy piped up behind him. 
“How’s life inFairyLand ?” 


Rolling his eyes, Liam continued down the hall to find Aaron. 
“Hey, Coach?” Liam knocked on the Page 4 
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equipment room door and waited for a response. 
“Come on in,” Aaron Billings yelled through the closed door. 


Stepping inside the small room, Liam looked around. 
“Everything set for practice later?” 


Aaron put down his clipboard and turned to face Liam. “l 
guess, although Rudy did a piss poor job of checking this 
stuff in last season.” 


“Don’t get me started on Rudy. He just asked how life is 
inFairyLand .” Liam shook his head. Damn he hated that 


homophobe. 


“Sounds like Rudy needs another session with Charlie 
Salinger. l'Il talk to Charlie about it, or maybe you could ask 
him to call me when you get back to the dorm?” 


Liam shrugged. “Sure.” 
“So, what’s up?” Aaron asked. 


“I was just over at the football offices looking for Julian. 
Someone told me he was out of town, and | wondered if you 
knew when he'd be back?” 


A concerned look crossed Aaron’s face. “He’s inCalifornia on 
a personal matter, but he and Koby should be driving back 
sometime this weekend. Why? Is something wrong?” Aaron 
looked down at Liam’s leg. 


Having injured his hamstring last season, Julian was the 
trainer who’d gotten Liam playing again. It was too bad 
Julian worked for the football team instead of the soccer 
team. Julian said he didn’t mind working with Liam, so he’d 
taken advantage of the offer when he needed it. 


“No,” Liam admitted. “I wanted to go over a few exercises 
with him before he gets too busy with the football players. 
No big deal. l'Il catch him when he gets back.” 


“Okay.” Aaron looked at Liam for a few seconds. “So how are 
things going at BK House?” 


“Good. It’s just been me and Charlie so far, but more of the 
guys should be moving in over the weekend.” Liam ran his 

hands through his shaggy black hair. “I hate to admit it, but 
l'Il be glad when the dorm fills up. Charlie’s nice, but | miss 
having people my own age to talk to.” 


Aaron’s head tilted a little to the side. “What about Rocco 
and Koby? | thought they were becoming friends.” 


“Oh they are.” Liam was quick to correct his error. “They’ve 
both been busy over the summer, and I’ve had way too 
much free time on my hands. I’m sure it’ll change once 
school starts up again.” 


“Would you like to go out to dinner with me and Demitri 
later? Nothing fancy. We thought we’d swing by McGilley’s. 
It's steak night which means most of the gang will be there 
as well.” 


Liam wanted to go, but he didn’t want to leave Charlie at 
the house by himself. “l'Il have to call Charlie. 


He’s been making dinner for the two of us lately.” 


Page 5 


Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, 
http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html 


“Invite him along. Hell, it’s a pub, the more the merrier. 
Remember though, you may be twenty-one, but you’re still 
in training.” Aaron gave Liam a wink. 


“| don’t drink. I’ve never seen the point. | use my money for 
the finer things in life...like food,” Liam said laughing. 


“Okay, well, call Charlie. If you want a ride, l'Il be leaving 
around five-thirty.” 


“Sounds good. Thanks, Coach.” 


Charlie was free for dinner, so Liam opted to ride the bus 
with him. Liam was looking out the window as the bus 
Slowly moved through town. “Too bad one of us doesn’t 
have a car,” he said without thinking. 


Laughing, Charlie slapped Liam’s thigh. “If | could find a 
seeing-eye-dog that could drive then I’d buy me one.” 


Liam was mortified at what he’d said. “I’m so sorry. | wasn’t 
thinking about...well, you know.” 


“The fact that I’m blind?” Charlie asked. A smile lit up his 
face. “Good.” 


Feeling a little better, Liam went back to looking out the 
window. Ten minutes later, the bus pulled up to their stop. 
Charlie didn’t even have to be prompted. He seemed to 
automatically know where he was. 


Liam was amazed by Charlie’s abilities every time they were 
together. 


Liam shook his head as he exited the bus. He was pretty 
pathetic, a young guy with no real friends. He’d thought 

Bear was his friend, but that was before he’d pulled back 
and virtually cut off all ties the previous spring. Liam still 
didn’t understand what he’d done to offend Bear. 


The whole thing had hurt a lot more than he’d let on to 
anyone. He didn’t make a habit of crushing on straight guys, 
but the longer he was around Bear, the more feelings he 
developed. Maybe Bear had picked up on his feelings? Could 
that be the reason he’d stopped talking to him? 


“Ready?” Charlie asked, disrupting Liam’s thoughts. 


Glancing at Charlie, Liam was surprised to find they were in 
front of McGilley’s. “How do you do that? 


| wasn’t even paying attention. Hell, we could’ve walked 
right by and | wouldn’t have known.” 


Shrugging, Charlie led the way to the door. “I’ve been here 
several times, and I’d know the smell of steak and beer 
anywhere.” Charlie opened the door before turning back 
and smiling at Liam. 


He thought Charlie had the prettiest eyes. They weren’t 
really green, but they weren’t brown either. 


Liam took a whiff as they entered the pub, smelled like any 
other bar to him. He immediately spotted a large table 
Surrounded by people he knew. Aaron stood up and waved. 
Nodding his head, Liam helped steer Charlie around the 
packed pub to the table. 
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“Hey, guys,” Charlie said with a smile. 


Everyone at the table greeted them as they both found 
empty chairs. His was at the end of the table, and Demitri 
instructed Charlie to the other available seat. 


Tony Bianchi stood and gestured to the good-looking man 
sitting next to him. “I’d like to introduce the two of you to 
my friend and newest vice-President, Jace Rawlings. Jace, 
this is Liam O’Brien and Charlie Salinger.” 


Too far away to shake, Liam spoke instead. “It’s nice to meet 
you, Jace.” 


“Likewise,” Jace said. 


Liam watched Charlie as his gaze appeared to land right on 
Jace. “Good to meet you. I’m new in town as well,” Charlie 
said. 


“Really? Where did you move here from?” Jace asked, trying 
to strike up a conversation. Liam could tell Jace had no idea 
that Charlie was blind, and it appeared no one at the table 
was going to offer the information. 


“New York City. | got a call from Demitri asking if I’d be 
interested in heading up a Diversity Tolerance Program for 
the college. I’m also the director of students at BK House.” 


Jace nodded and turned towards Tony. “That’s the program 
you were telling me about earlier.” 


“Yeah,” Tony said. “Charlie’s been here over the summer 
giving training seminars to faculty and staff at the 
university.” 


“Sounds like a great program. It’s good to meet you, 
Charlie.” 


“Thanks,” Charlie said as a waitress came to get their drink 
orders. 


Despite Rocco being there, the longer Liam sat around the 
table, the more awkward he felt. He realised he didn’t have 
anything in common with this group as a whole. Sure, he’d 
talked to Aaron for a while about soccer and Rocco about 
the upcoming school year, but other than that he just sat 


and listened. It must be nice to have friends like this, guys 
who you could just hang out with. 


Maybe this year would be different. Living in BK House, he’d 
be surrounded by gay guys like him. He hoped he’d be able 
to open up enough to get to know people. Being an only 
child, Liam was used to being by himself. He knew he was 
too private for his own good, but when you don’t share 
yourself it’s harder for someone to hurt you. 


“You guys want a ride back to the house?” Aaron asked, 
Shaking Liam from his depressing thoughts. 


“Sure,” Charlie answered for both of them. 
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Getting out his wallet, Liam put a ten on the table. It was his 
last bit of money for a while, but he didn’t want the others 
at the table to know. He’d made the excuse earlier he 
wasn’t hungry when he’d ordered fries instead of the steak 
special. 


Sitting in the back of Aaron’s jeep, Liam nodded his head as 
the rest of the people in the vehicle made conversation. As 
soon as they arrived back at BK House, Liam excused 
himself and went to his room. 


Picking up the phone, he looked at the clock. His mom 
should be getting ready for her part-time job so he should 
be okay. 


“Hello?” 


“Hi, Mom.” 
“Hey, baby. | was just thinking about you.” 


Liam smiled. “Nothing new there. You’re always thinking 
about me.” Stretching out on the bed, he knew he had to 
keep the call short, but it had been a week since he’d last 
spoken to his mom. 


“And | always will,” she chuckled. “How’re you getting along 
in your new dorm?” 


“Good. It’s only me and the director for now, but there’s 
Supposed to be a bunch moving in this weekend.” 


“Baby, I’m sorry | couldn’t afford to get you a room to 
yourself.” 


“Don’t say that, Mom. | know how hard you work to keep me 
in school. I’m hoping the scholarship | got to live here will 
help you out a little. At least that’s one less fee.” Liam 
picked at the patchwork quilt his mom had made for him. 
When she had found the time was anyone’s guess but his 
mom had always sacrificed for him. 


“Did you get your grades from your summer classes?” 


Liam smiled. His mom was always quick to change the 
subject when it came to money. “Yeah. | got A’s.” 


“I’m very proud of you, Liam. You know that, don’t you?” 


“Yeah. | know.” Liam looked at the clock again. “I’d better let 
you get to work. | love you.” 


“Love you, too, baby. Call me next week if you have the 
time.” 


“I will. Bye.” 
“Bye.” 


Liam hung up the phone and put his hands behind his head. 
Looking over at the empty bed, he wondered if his new 
roommate would think he was a momma’s boy. He smiled, 
because he didn’t really think he cared if his roommate 
didn’t understand his relationship with his mom. It had 
always been the two of them and no matter what, he knew 
he’d always be able to count on his mom. 
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“And | don’t care if you make fun of me,” Liam said to the 
empty bed. 


Chapter Two 


Hiding in his room, Liam continued to flip through the pages 
of a magazine he’d found downstairs. The hall was noisy 
with guys and their families moving stuff in. He knew he 
should probably go out and ask if anyone needed help but 
the relative quiet of his room felt like a haven. 


A loud knock at his door startled him. “Come in,” he called, 
bracing himself for the person he’d be sleeping beside for 
the next year. 


The door opened and a giant of a man walked inside. “Hi, 
Liam.” 


“Bear?” Liam swung his legs over the side of the bed and 
stared. 


“Is it okay to come in?” Bear asked, looking uncertain. 


“Sure.” Liam gestured him in. “What’s going on?” He prayed 
he sounded more in control than he was. 


Bear? Bear had come to see him? 


Before he could say anything more, Bear turned around and 
headed back out the door. Liam started to call out to him, 
but was stopped when his visitor returned with two 
Suitcases in hand. “My dad is unloading the car. l'Il be right 
back.” 


“Wait!” Liam yelled before Bear could disappear again. 
“What’s going on?” 


Looking at the floor, Bear shrugged. “I’m moving in, unless 
you'd rather have a different roommate?” 


Liam felt like his eyes were about to bug out of his head. 
“You're moving into BK? Why?” 


Finally looking up, Bear met Liam’s eyes. “Why do you 
think?” 


Shit, this was happening too fast. Liam’s head spun. “Are 
you gay?” 


Bear nodded. 
“Wow,” Liam said. “Okay...sorry...| didn’t see that coming.” 


“So is it okay if | room with you? | figured since we were 
already friends...” 


“Yeah,” Liam said, shaking his head. “You can stay.” 
“Thanks. l'Il go get the rest of my stuff.” 


Jumping up from the bed, Liam quickly put his shoes on. “TIl 
help.” He followed Bear down the stairs, Page 9 
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still finding it hard to believe the six-foot-four-inch All- 
American football player was gay. Wow, double wow. 


Bear walked towards a brown sedan and stopped to talk to 
an older man that Liam took to be his dad. 


He turned and motioned Liam over. “I want you to meet my 
father.” 


Liam plastered on a smile and walked over to the pair. Bear 
put a hand on Liam’s shoulder. “Dad, I'd like you to meet my 
friend and roommate, Liam O’Brien. Liam, this is my dad, 
Benjamin Tucker.” 


“Nice to meet you, Mr. Tucker,” Liam said shaking the big 
man’s hand. 


“Pleased to meet you as well,” replied Benjamin. “Bear 
talked about you over the summer. It’s nice to be able to put 
a face with the name.” 


Shocked, Liam glanced over at Bear. He’d been talked 
about? Liam wondered what Bear had said. As far as he 
knew they hadn’t even been friends by the time the school 
year ended. 


Stacking a couple of small boxes, Liam was all set to carry 
them upstairs when a hand on his shoulder stopped him. 
“Are you sure that’s not too heavy? Why don’t you carry one 
and come back for the other?” Bear questioned. 


Liam rolled his eyes. “I may be a hell of a lot smaller than 
you, but | can still carry a couple of boxes up one flight of 
Stairs.” 


Bear immediately released his hold on Liam’s shoulder. 
“Sorry.” 


Taking a deep breath, Liam finally allowed himself to look 
into Bear’s eyes. The intense look staring back at him 
shocked Liam even further. “It’s okay.” He gave Bear a half 
smile before turning back towards the dorm. 


As he set the boxes beside Bear’s bed, he shook his head. 
“He’s gay?” he whispered to himself. He was still unable to 


believe it. All those months fantasising about his friend and 
protector had shamed him. 


Now, he wondered if Bear had felt the connection between 
them. 


Getting back to the dorm after a quick dinner at the Shake 
Shack with Bear and his dad, Liam felt drained. The 
attraction he felt every time he was around the big man 
grew stronger by the second. 


Charlie had given one of the available rooms downstairs to 
Mr. Tucker for the night, and he and Bear were still down 
there. Liam looked around the small room, stacked with 
boxes and suitcases. How did Bear expect all this stuff to fit 
in here? 


Grabbing his towel off the back of the closet door, Liam 
headed down the hall to the showers. As he pushed open 
the door, he heard two people talking. He was standing just 
inside the door when he heard Bear’s name mentioned. 
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“I can’t believe Nate Tucker would have the balls to come 
out. | mean, seriously, this could ruin any possible chance 
he’d have of going pro. It just doesn’t make sense to me.” 


The voice died off as Liam rounded the corner. Although the 
showers were open, there was a chest-high wall of tile 
separating each stall and two heads turned to look straight 
at Liam. Recognising two members of the lacrosse team, 
Liam took a deep breath. Continuing down the row until he 


reached the last shower stall, Liam turned on the water 
acting like he hadn’t heard a thing. 


He felt like shit for not defending Bear, but the guys hadn’t 
really said anything bad, just true. The lacrosse guys 
continued talking but changed the subject. Breathing a sigh 
of relief, Liam quickly washed up and got the hell out of 
there. 


Once back in the room, he finished drying off and slipped 
into a pair of cut-off sweats. Sprawling out on his bed, he 
thought about calling his mom again. Big baby , he said to 
himself. The door opening halted any thought of his mother 
as Bear walked into the room. 


“Thanks for helping me unload earlier,” Bear said, sitting on 
the edge of the bed across from Liam’s. 


“No problem,” Liam answered. He realised his legs were 
sprawled out and quickly crossed them at the ankles. 


“So,” Bear drew out. “You gonna ask?” 
“Ask what?” 


Bear worried his fingers through his dreadlocks. Liam 
watched as Bear’s arms flexed with each movement of his 
hands. “I like your hair that way,” Liam blurted out. Shit, he 
hadn’t meant to say that out loud. 


A slow smile spread across Bear’s chocolate brown face. 
“Yeah? Thanks. My sister decided | needed a new image.” 


“Oh, you have a sister?” Liam sat up a little and leaned his 
back against the wall. He suddenly realised he knew very 
little about Bear’s home life. 


Chuckling, Bear nodded. “I’ve got five. I’m the only boy.” 


“Wow. | have no idea what it would be like to share a house 
with that many people. It was just mom and me.” 


“Not only am I the only boy, but I’m also the baby of the 
family. Mom said she thanked the heavens when | was born 
because she knew dad would insist they keep trying until he 
got his football player.” 


“Your dad’s a football fan, huh?” 


Laughing, Bear reached for his suitcase and unzipped it. 
“You could say that. He was a player at 
theUniversityofAlabama in the sixties. He played under Bear 
Bryant, which is why | have the nickname that I do.” 


Liam watched as Bear began putting his neatly folded 
clothes in the drawers under his bed. “So why didn’t you 
attend theUniversityofAlabama ?” Liam questioned. 
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Bear stopped dead and looked down at the pile of clothes in 
his hand. “At the time | wasn’t good enough to make the 
team. North-Central offered me a full-ride scholarship so | 
came here. Dad hoped I'd gain some experience and try-out 
atAlabama my sophomore year, but | like it here.” Bear 
shook his head slightly. “It’s an ongoing argument with him. 
He and | both know I’m good enough to play for his alma 
mater, but they didn’t want me before so | won’t give them 
the chance now. Sounds stupid, | know.” 


Liam sat up and scooted to the edge of the bed. He put a 
hand on Bear’s shoulder. “Not stupid at all. 


Coach William’s believed in you enough to give you a full- 
ride. That’s the reason I’m here. Coach Billings came 
toEureka to scout out a player on my high school team. I’m 
still not sure what | did to catch his attention but we ended 
up talking after the game and the next thing | knew | 
received a letter in the mail offering a scholarship.” 


“And the other guy?” 


Liam smiled. “The other guy ended up at UCLA. He wasn’t 
interested in playing for one of the smaller universities. Last 
| heard, he’d been cut from the team.” Liam still 
remembered how Nathan Santos had treated him in the 
locker room. Coming out of the closet at the age of sixteen 
had been hard, but Liam’s mom had supported his decision 
one hundred percent. 


Bear resumed putting his clothes away and Liam withdrew 
his hand. “Need any help?” 


“No, | think l'Il just finish this drawer and do the rest later.” 
Bear continued to fiddle with his clothes and Liam got the 
feeling something was bothering him. Finally, after another 
ten minutes of fidgeting, Bear continued. “Sorry about the 
way | treated you a couple months ago.” 


“It’s okay,” Liam said automatically. 


“No, it’s not. I’ve suspected | was gay for years, but until | 
started hanging around you | didn’t know for sure. I’ve 
never been attracted to anyone really, not male or female. | 
started to think | was asexual. But the minute | met you, | 
knew, and it scared me. The more we hung out the deeper 
my feelings became.” 


Bear turned and sat on the floor. Looking up at Liam, Bear 
sighed. “I wasn’t ready to admit my feelings or desires to 
you or anyone else. Football’s my life, and I’ve seen the way 
the other players treat Koby Mcintire. Then there was my 
family to think about.” 


Bear put his face in his hands. Liam didn’t say anything 
because he could tell Bear wasn’t finished. 


“When school ended and | went back home toBirmingham | 
went out to a couple of gay bars, just to see if something 
had awaked in me. | found a few nights of easy sex, but no 
connections. | didn’t feel anything for the people | fucked. 
My head was so screwed up | became depressed. My sister, 
Shonda, knew something was bothering me and sat me 
down one day for a long talk.” 


Getting up from the floor, Bear sat on the edge of Liam’s 
bed. “In the end I told her everything. She smiled and 
hugged me,” Bear said his eyes lighting up for the first time. 
“Shonda said it sounded like I was in love with you.” 


Liam held his breath. Bear was in love with him? He tried 
like hell to be patient and wait for Bear’s response to the 
statement his sister had made. When Bear continued to look 
at Liam, he couldn’t take it anymore. “And? What did you 
say to her?” 


Bear reached out and placed his hand on the back of Liam’s 
neck. He pulled him forward until their lips Page 12 
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were within an inch of each other's. “I’m here aren’t I?” Bear 
answered seconds before his lips connected with Liam’s. 


Chapter Three 


Oh God, Bear tasted good. Liam closed his eyes and opened 
himself to this beautiful man’s questing tongue. Strong arms 
wrapped around his slight frame as Bear pulled Liam against 
his massive chest. 


Burying his hands in Bear’s hair, Liam repositioned himself 
atop Bear’s lap. His lungs were beginning to burn with the 
desperate need to take a breath, but Liam couldn’t make 
himself break from the searing kiss. 


Bear was the first to withdraw, sucking Liam’s bottom lip as 
he did. “Wow,” Liam said, dragging in some much needed 
oxygen. “Wow.” 


“Yeah,” Bear agreed looking into Liam’s eyes. His face 
turned from astonishment to questioning. “Is this what you 
want? | mean, really want?” 


“Oh yeah,” Liam whispered, lips placing soft kisses on 
Bear’s jaw. 


Strong hands moved their way down Liam’s back to land on 
his ass. With a quick pull, Liam’s hard cock was pressed 
against Bear’s stomach. “Am I moving too fast? Sorry, | 
don’t have much experience in slow and seductive.” 


“You're doing just fine.” Liam ground the proof of his desire 
against Bear’s washboard abdomen. “I’ve fantasised about 
you since the first day you walked into my dorm room with 
Coach Billings.” 


Bear’s hands moved back up and then under the waist of 
Liam’s sweat shorts. God, he’d never been so glad he’d 


foregone underwear. Bear's fingers seared a trail of heat 
into Liam’s skin as he brushed them over the bare skin of 
Liam’s ass. He nipped at Bear’s neck as a finger ran down 
the valley between his butt cheeks stopping to apply a small 
amount of pressure to Liam’s hole. 


Moaning, Liam sought out Bear’s mouth again. “Make love 
to me,” Liam pleaded against Bear's lips. 


“Not yet,” Bear said, pushing the tip of his finger inside 
Liam’s body. 


Liam cried out at the exquisite invasion. “Why?” 


“I don’t have any stuff with me. Do you?” Bear began 
moving his finger in and out of Liam’s welcoming hole. 


“No.” Liam shook his head. “I have lube but no condoms 
and the dispensers in the restrooms haven't been filled yet.” 
He moved back and forth between Bear's finger and the 
pressure of his stomach against Liam’s cock. 


In a split second move, Bear toppled them both back onto 
the bed. “Naked.” He withdrew his finger Page 13 
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and pulled off Liam’s shorts. As he broke away to take off his 
own clothes, Bear stared down at a totally nude Liam. 
“Damn you're sexy.” He licked his lips as he pulled his shirt 
over his head. 


Liam was too busy drooling over the rippling muscles of 
Bear’s stomach to feel self-conscious about his nakedness. 
The ridges and valleys on display were enough to make a 


body builder weep. “Fuck,” Liam groaned, taking his own 
cock in hand. 


Smiling, Bear stripped off his jeans and boxer-briefs to 
reveal his own erection. Liam swallowed. Shit, oh holy shit. 
Liam stroked faster as Bear approached the bed again. 


With a shake of his head, Bear covered Liam’s hand. “Not 
yet,” he whispered as he insinuated himself between Liam’s 
spread thighs. “I want to feel you come against my skin, feel 
your warmth bathe over me.” 


Crap, those words alone were enough to set Liam off. He 
struggled to take a few deep breaths as Bear pressed his 
body down on Liam’s already heated flesh. The slide of 
Bear’s heavy cock against Liam’s was like nothing he’d ever 
felt. “Gonna come. Sorry, | can’t not.” 


Taking his mouth in a passionate, tongue thrusting kiss, 
Bear began to move faster. Liam’s legs automatically 
wrapped around the heavenly body pressed against him as 
he came. Liam felt Bear’s breath hitch seconds before more 
hot seed spilled between their writhing bodies. 


Liam held on to the buns of steel under his hands as the kiss 
turned feral. Sucking and biting at each other's lips and 
tongues, they couldn’t seem to get enough of the other. The 
kiss went on and on until Liam’s lips felt bruised and 
swollen. He broke away and looked into Bear’s beautiful 
brown eyes. 


“We're going to be dangerous together when we actually 
make love.” 


“Probably,” Bear chuckled and rolled to Liam’s side. 
“Definitely going to have to do something about the 
sleeping arrangements. These beds are barely big enough 


for me. We'll have to rearrange after dad leaves, put them 
together.” 


“Yeah?” Liam asked. He was a little surprised Bear wanted 
to sleep with him every night. 


“Oh yeah. | want to wrap you in my arms every night, keep 
you close to my heart.” 


Liam grinned. “Who knew you were such a romantic?” 


“Never felt this way before. I’m learning all kinds of things 
about myself.” 


“I like it,” Liam admitted. “As long as it’s directed towards 
me. Not much on sharing, only child and all.” 


“PIL never cheat on you,” Bear said with a stern set to his 
jaw. 


“Ditto.” Liam whispered, curling his body against his new 
lover’s. 


Page 14 


Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, 
http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html 


“Sleepy?” Bear asked Liam. 


Liam finished yawning and looked up from his plate of 
scrambled eggs. “Kinda,” Liam replied, a small grin in place. 


Taking another bite of his own eggs, Bear brushed over 
Liam’s ankle with his foot. He knew he should probably feel 
guilty for waking Liam several times during the night, but 
Bear was too happy for regrets. 


His dad was set to leave as soon as they all finished 
breakfast in the dining room. 


Bear looked over at his dad who seemed totally engrossed 
in his food. He felt at peace for maybe the first time in his 
adult life. Looking up from his plate, his dad looked into 
Bear’s eyes and nodded. Bear nodded back and went back 
to eating. 


Suspecting your six-foot-five-inch son was gay and actually 
knowing it were two different things, and Benjamin Tucker 
had done well with both. Bear credited his sisters for talking 
him in to coming out to his dad. Bear shook his head. Hell, 
he’d done more than just come out, he’d told his dad he 
was in love with another man. None of it seemed to bother 
Benjamin as long as it didn’t interfere with Bear’s football 
career. 


The two of them had discussed in detail the need to be 
honest with any team scouting him for the pros. 


His dad thought as long as Bear was skilled enough, the 
professional teams wouldn’t care who he chose to love. Bear 
hoped his dad was right. The thought of having to choose 
between Liam and football was unimaginable. 


Bear watched as his dad wiped his mouth and pushed his 
empty plate back. “It’s about time for me to head out.” 


“It was nice to meet you, Benjamin,” Charlie said from the 
end of the table. 


“You, too. l'Il be back for a couple of games this season, 
though | imagine you won’t have an empty room for me by 
then,” Benjamin chuckled. 


Charlie shook his head. “We won’t have an empty room by 
next month. We had no idea the response we'd get to BK 
House. Demitri is already talking about expanding.” 


“Good. It’s nice to know my son and his friends have a safe 
place to live.” 


Charlie turned his head to face Bear. “From the size of Bear, 
I'd say he wouldn’t have much trouble keeping himself safe 
anywhere.” 


Bear felt his dad’s hand land on his shoulder. “He’s a big 
one. A man could never ask for a better son.” 


Pride filled Bear. Not because of the things his dad had said, 
but because his dad was so accepting. He would have never 
guessed he’d be sitting at a table of gay athletes, one of 
them his lover, talking this calmly with his dad. “You ready, 
dad?” he finally asked, picking up his plate and heading 
towards the kitchen. Until they found a cook and 
housekeeper everyone was responsible for cleaning up after 
themselves. Bear didn’t mind. In fact he found being in the 
kitchen comforting. Growing up he spent a lot of time 
watching his mother cook. With six kids his mom always 
seemed to be cooking something. 


After rinsing his and his dad’s dishes and stacking them in 
one of the dishwashers, Bear turned to his dad. “I’m going 
to miss you.” 
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“Naw, you've got a nice fella to keep you from getting 
homesick. Speaking of...” Benjamin stopped talking and dug 


an envelope out of his pants pocket. “Your sisters wanted 
me to give you this before | left.” He handed the envelope to 
Bear. 


“What is it?” Bear asked as he opened the bulky envelope. 
His eyes opened wider as he looked at the contents. “Dad? 
What’s this for?” 


Even through his dark complexion Bear could tell his dad 
was embarrassed. “Your sisters said you might need a 
bigger bed. | don’t know if that’s allowed, but they all 
chipped in for a new mattress and box-springs. | added a 
little something for a frame.” 


Bear felt his own blush work its way up his face. He looked 
from the envelope to his dad. “Never in my life have | felt 
more loved or accepted than at this moment.” He reached 
out and pulled his dad into a trademark Bear hug. “I love 
you.” 


“I love you, too, son,” his dad said hugging him back. 


When they finally separated, Bear spotted Liam in the 
doorway, empty plate in hand. He held out a hand and 
grinned at the uneasy look that passed over Liam’s face. 
“It’s okay. Come here,” Bear beckoned Liam. 


Walking towards him, Liam kept glancing at Bear’s dad. As 
soon as he was close enough, Bear took the plate from Liam 
and set it on the counter before wrapping an arm around 
him. 


“Take good care of my boy,” Benjamin said, reaching out to 
Shake Liam’s hand. 


“| will, sir,” Liam answered. 


Benjamin nodded and turned to leave. “l'Il get my bags and 
meet you out front in five minutes.” 


As soon as his dad was out of the room, Bear turned Liam in 
his arms and kissed him. The height difference between the 
two of them wasn’t noticeable until they were standing. At 
almost nine inches taller, Bear had to bend over as Liam 
stretched up on tip-toes. Finally giving up, Bear hoisted Liam 
up until he was seated on the counter without breaking their 
kiss. 


When their kiss ended, Liam smiled. “We’re gonna have to 
do our kissing sitting down.” 


“Or lying down,” Bear said with a wink. 


Liam ran his palms over Bear’s chest. “Speaking of lying 
down, we need to make a run to the pharmacy after we see 
your dad off.” 


“Oh, yeah,” Bear said, pulling Liam to the edge of the 
counter to rub his erection against him. “But first | need to 
speak to Charlie.” 


“About what?” 


Bear held up the envelope of money. “Bed swapping.” Bear 
started laughing at the surprised look on Liam’s face. 
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Chapter Four 


After giving the bed situation some thought, they decided to 
use the old extra-long twin frames shoved together as a 
base. With the frames turned in opposite directions, Bear 
and Liam still had the use of their drawers underneath. A 
king-size mattress fit on top perfectly although the room 
seemed much smaller once they got it in place. 


“Damn, that’s a big bed,” Liam commented. With the money 
they’d saved buying just the mattress, Bear was able to 
purchase two sets of sheets and a bedspread. 


Bear sat on the edge and nodded. 


“You okay?” Liam asked. Bear had lost his sparkle within the 
last few seconds. Liam started to think maybe he was 
rethinking the entire situation. 


“I’m fine, just a little dizzy.” 


Liam walked over and stood between Bear’s spread thighs. 
“Are you getting sick?” He felt Bear’s forehead but didn’t 
detect a fever. 


Big arms wrapped around Liam’s waist and pulled him 
closer. “Nope. I’m okay now.” He lifted Liam onto his lap. “l 
just get dizzy every so often but it doesn’t last long.” 


Before Liam could ask any more questions, Bear kissed him. 
Liam moaned and thrust his hips forward, feeling the thick 
ridge of Bear’s cock under his ass. “Ready to take this 
puppy for a test drive?” 


Bear groaned, “I’d love nothing more, but | have our first 
team meeting in thirty minutes.” 


Liam leaned back enough to look Bear in the eyes. “What? 
Why didn’t you tell me earlier?” 


Bear had the good sense to look ashamed of himself. 
“Because I’ve had such a great day | didn’t want to bring it 
up. It’s only for a couple hours, but | don’t even want to be 
away from you that long, not right now, not when things are 
going so well.” 


Cupping Bear’s jaw, Liam placed a chaste kiss on his lips. 
“I'll walk over with you and work out while you have your 
meeting. How’s that sound?” 


“Good but we're having our first tolerance lecture from 
Charlie. | plan to ‘come out’ to the team afterward. Are you 
sure you want to be in the line of fire?” 


Liam’s jaw dropped. “You’re coming out to the team?” 


“Yeah. | think they'll figure it out once they find out where 
I’m living,” Bear teased. 


Biting his upper lip, Liam took a deep breath. “Are you going 
to tell them about us?” 
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Bear tilted his head to the side. “I was planning on it. Why? 
Don’t you want people to know we're a couple?” 


“It’s not that, it’s just, well, I’m not exactly the type of guy 
people would see you with. | don’t want them to tease you.” 
Liam knew it was coming out all wrong, but Bear was a top 
dog on campus and Liam was a nobody. 


Bear’s voice lowered and Liam watched as a tick began in 
his strong jaw. “What exactly is my type? 


Someone black?” 


“No. Oh God, no. | didn’t mean it like that. I’m saying you're 
fantastic looking. You’re an All-American football player for 
Christ’s sake. Why would someone gorgeous and popular 
choose to be with a scrawny soccer player?” 


With a growl, Bear kissed him, pushing his tongue in deep. 
“Because | happen to be in love with a soccer player. And 
don’t sell yourself short in the looks department, babe. With 
that just out of bed mane of black hair and those deep blue 
eyes, you’re breathtaking.” Bear ran his hands over Liam’s 
body. “And you may be lean, but | wouldn’t call you scrawny. 
| think you fit perfectly in my arms.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, really,” Bear chuckled. He smacked Liam’s ass and 
lifted him from his lap. “Now let’s get downstairs and see if 
we can catch up with Charlie.” 


Bear left Liam in the weight room as he made his way to the 
team meeting. He’d noticed a couple of guys staring at 
them on their way into the building. No matter what, he 
wouldn't hide his feelings for Liam. If holding hands and 
giving him a quick peck goodbye drew eyes, well then so be 
it. Bear had waited years for a connection like this and he 
wouldn’t cave to pressure from outside forces. 


He spotted Koby as soon as he walked into the room and 
headed straight for him. Bear couldn’t wait to work with 
Koby on the field again. As a freshman the previous year, 
Koby had shown more skill and leadership qualities than 
their senior quarterback, eventually replacing him. It was 
almost unheard of for a college team to be lead by sucha 
young player, but Bear had all the confidence in the world 
that Koby could pull it off. 


“Hey, man,” Bear said, slapping Koby on the back. 


“Hi, Bear. How was your summer?” Koby asked as Bear took 
the seat next to him. 


“Too long. What about yours?” 


“Too short,” Koby said with a grin. “Julian had me on a very 
rigorous work-out routine all summer.” 


“Yeah, | bet he did.” Bear chuckled. 
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“So...l’ve heard a rumour you found a new place to live.” 


Bear glanced around the room and nodded. “I couldn’t deny 
the truth any longer.” 


“And...” Koby continued to probe. 


A picture of Liam came to mind, and Bear smiled so wide he 
was sure his lips would crack. “I admitted to myself and my 
family that I’d fallen in love with Liam.” 


“O’Brien?” Koby asked, his eyes wide. 


“Yeah, how many Liam’s do you know?” Bear lightly 
punched Koby in the arm. 


Koby looked around at the quickly filling room. “You know 
they never caught the guys that messed Rocco up.” 


“And?” 


“Most of them are probably in this room right now. If you 
come out, I’d keep a close eye on Liam if | were you.” 


Bear hadn’t thought of putting Liam in danger with his 
announcement. He considered for a moment keeping quiet. 
That same image of Liam nude, stroking his cock played 
through his mind. “I'd kill anyone who laid a finger on him,” 
he growled. 


Koby held up his hands in a sign of surrender. “Tell people 
like that and they’d have to be completely mental to even 
Shake Liam’s hand.” 


Bear felt much better after the meeting ended. He’d gotten 
a few dirty looks and it was obvious some of the players 
weren’t happy about his announcement. On the whole 
though, Bear thought it had gone fairly smoothly. He walked 
out of the meeting with Koby and Julian. 


“Liam’s in the weight room working out,” Bear said. 
“How’s his leg doing?” Julian asked. 


“Fine | think. Why don’t you come in and ask him. | know 
he’s been looking forward to the two of you getting back 
into town.” 


“We were looking forward to getting home, too,” Julian said. 
“My father’s trial really seemed to drag.” 


“Do you mind me asking how that went?” Bear asked. He 
knew Julian’s father was facing charges of assault and 
attempted murder. Bear had been shocked by the few 
things Koby had mentioned about Julian’s abusive 
upbringing. 
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“He was found guilty. His sentencing hasn’t happened yet 
though. We decided there was no reason to hang around LA 
for that. The prosecuting attorney will call me with the news 
of the sentence term.” 


“That’s great,” Bear said, clapping Julian on the back as 
they entered the weight room. His eyes immediately found 
Liam working out on the leg press machine. There were a 
few other players working out now, but none of them 
seemed to mind a soccer player being in their territory. 


“Hey,” Liam said with a smile when Bear walked up. When 
Liam spotted Koby and Julian he stood and wiped the sweat 
off his chest and face with his towel. 


Bear’s cock started to harden as he took in the leanly 
muscled chest in front of him as Liam greeted his friends. 
Liam may be small, but the man had a wicked six-pack. 
Bear’s tongue tingled with the thought of licking the sweat 
from Liam’s body. He was so caught up in his thoughts he 
didn’t realise Koby was talking to him. 


“Earth to Bear?” Koby laughed. 


“Huh?” 
“Feel like coming by the house for dinner?” 


“Uh,” Bear stammered, still looking at Liam’s bare chest. 
“Rain cheque?” 


Both Koby and Julian started laughing. “Yeah, okay, rain 
cheque,” Koby said. 


“Sorry,” Bear said sheepishly. He reached for Liam’s shirt 
and tossed it to him. “Cover up so I can talk coherently 
again.” 


Now it was Liam’s turn to laugh as he pulled his black T-shirt 
on over his head. 


“By the way, how’s the leg doing?” Julian asked Liam. 


“Good. I’ve been keeping up with the exercises you showed 
me. | don’t think l'Il have any trouble with it this season.” 


The group headed towards the parking lot. They parted 
ways at Julian’s truck as Bear and Liam declined a ride back 
to the dorm. “It’s only a couple of blocks,” Liam said. 


“See you at practice in the morning,” Koby said getting into 
the truck. 


As soon as they drove off, Bear took Liam’s hand and pulled 
him into his arms. The parking lot was blissfully empty of 
prying eyes and Bear had the urge to taste his man. The 
kiss was long and hungry and Bear’s body started reacting 
to the nearness of Liam’s. He broke the kiss and looked 
down into Liam’s blue eyes. “Race you back to the dorm.” 


Without giving Liam a chance to answer, Bear took off ata 
full sprint. He wasn’t surprised when Liam easily caught up 
to him and tried to pass. Not willing to be beat, Bear pushed 
himself that much harder. 


By the time they reached the dorm the two of them were 
running as fast as they could. 


Opening the front door, Liam laughed as Bear ran in after 
him and up the stairs without stopping. Bear Page 20 
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unlocked their room and fell to the floor in a dead faint. 


Liam laughed all the way to the kitchen. He opened the 
fridge and took out two bottles of water before running 
upstairs. The thought of finally having Bear inside of him 
had goose bumps breaking out on his arms as he opened 
the door. 


Everything came to a halt when he walked into the room to 
find Bear lying across the floor. Dropping the water bottles, 
Liam rushed over. “Bear?” 


He struggled for a few seconds and managed to turn Bear to 
his back. “Bear?” Liam asked patting the slack brown face. 
He breathed a sigh of relief when his big Bear grunted and 
moved his head to the side. 


“Come on, wake up for me.” 


Opening his eyes, Bear blinked several times. “What’s going 
on?” 


“I don’t know,” Liam said, falling to the floor to stretch out 
beside Bear. “I came in and found you passed out. What 
happened?” 


Bear looked at Liam for several seconds before answering. 
“Nothing. It happens once in a while when | overexert 
myself.” 


“What do you mean it happens once in a while? Have you 
seen a doctor?” 


“Yeah. | have a borderline heart condition. It’s not enough to 
bench me so Dad thinks | should continue playing.” 


“What!” Liam stood and started pacing around the room. 
“Your dad thinks it’s acceptable to take a chance with your 
life and you’re okay with that?” 


“Drop it, Liam. It’s not something | feel like talking about 
right now.” Bear sat up and held his head. “I can’t ruin my 
dad’s dream because of something that may or may not 
happen.” 


Liam felt like he’d been punched in the stomach. A 
borderline heart condition? “What does your Coach say 
about it?” 


“I’m not sure if Justin even knows. My family doctor sent a 
letter with me my freshman year and | gave it to Coach 
Williams. | guess it’s in my file or something.” Bear pulled 
Liam into his arms. “Don’t worry. It hardly ever happens. I’m 
fine.” 


“Promise me you'll tell Justin and Julian.” 


Bear shrugged and nodded. 


Liam put his hand on Bear’s jaw. “Promise me,” Liam 
demanded. 
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“| promise,” Bear finally mumbled. Liam grinned at the 
petulant voice coming out of such a big man. 


“That’s better.” He gave Bear a kiss. “Let’s just hold each 
other in our new bed. | think you’ve had enough of a 
workout for one day.” 


“You're no fun,” Bear said, pulling off his T-shirt. 


“Maybe not, but your health means more to me than sex.” 
Liam stripped out of his clothes and pulled the covers back 
as Bear struggled with his running shoes. 


As Bear joined Liam under the covers, he started to grumble 
again. “That’s just because you haven’t had me inside of 
you. Once it happens, you'll see it’s worth everything.” 


Chapter Five 


Unable to sleep, Liam carefully extracted himself from 
Bear’s embrace and stepped into a pair of shorts. 


Once decent, he quietly opened the door and went 
downstairs to the kitchen. It was after two in the morning 
and Liam was surprised to see light coming from under the 
kitchen door. 


When he entered, Charlie was sitting at the centre island 
with a book and a mug of something hot in hand. “Hey,” 
Liam said. 


Charlie looked up. “Couldn’t sleep?” 


“No. Obviously you’re having the same problem.” Liam 
walked closer and looked at the plain brown pages of the 
book. Except for the raised bumps, the book looked blank. 


“I don’t sleep much,” Charlie answered. He took a drink 
from his mug and held it up. “I made some hot chocolate if 
you’re interested. It should still be hot.” 


“Thanks.” Liam walked over to the cabinet and took out a 
cup. After filling it from the white carafe on the counter, he 
took the stool next to Charlie. “So, what are you reading?” 


Putting his cup down, Charlie actually flipped the book to its 
cover like he had to refresh his memory. 


“The new James Patterson. Well, I’m sure it’s not the newest 
one, but it’s the newest out in brail.” 


Charlie never ceased to fascinate Liam. “Can | ask you 
something? | don’t want to offend you but I’m curious.” 


“Ask away.” Charlie smiled. 


“When I came in you were looking down at the book like you 
were actually reading it with your eyes instead of your 
fingers. Is that a habit?” Liam shook his head. “I don’t mean 
to sound dumb, but | don’t understand why you have the 
Same mannerisms as people who can see.” 
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Charlie put a marker in the book and closed it. “Habit. 
Growing up | was taught to hide my blindness from the 
outside world. My parents weren’t bad people, but they 
were very much into presentation. | was allowed to learn 
brail and a few other things that helped me manage in the 
world, but | was always told to do so inconspicuously.” 
Charlie grinned. “Thus the habit of looking down at a book 
while I’m reading it with touch instead of sight.” 


Liam thought about it for a few seconds. “It’s kind of like 
being ‘in the closet’ only instead of hiding your sexuality 
you were told to hide your disability.” 


“Yeah, sort of. Although my parents took the news of my 
sexuality much better than they took the news of my 
blindness. | heard my mom talking to my dad one day about 
it. They didn’t know | was listening at the door and they 
discussed my ‘coming out’ in a very direct fashion. Mom 
said it didn’t matter to her because she knew she’d never 
get grandchildren out of me anyway. When my dad 
questioned her on the statement, she simply said, who 
would want a blind black man for the father of their 
children.” 


“Oh shit,” Liam said without thinking. 


“Yeah, oh shit.” Charlie agreed. “Shortly after that | went 
toNew York to attend college. | haven’t been home much 
since overhearing that conversation.” 


“| don’t understand how she could say that. | mean, as cruel 
as it sounds, | can see her saying that about the blind part 
but not the colour of your skin. Aren’t your parents black?” 


“My mother is black. My father is white.” 
“Wow.” Liam wanted to ask more but didn’t want to pry. 


“So, what’s keeping you awake?” Charlie asked, refilling his 
mug. 


“I’m worried about Bear. He fainted earlier when we 
returned from the college. He said it happens sometimes 
and that he has a borderline heart condition.” Liam took a 
drink of his cocoa. 


“That doesn’t sound good, Liam.” 


“I know. That’s why I’m awake at this ungodly hour. | made 
him promise to tell Justin about his condition. He said Coach 
Williams knew but he wasn’t sure if Justin did.” 


“Did he happen to say when his last check-up was?” 


“No.” Liam ran his finger around the rim of his cup. “I’m 
afraid to make love with him now. Does that sound totally 
stupid?” 


“Sounds pretty smart actually. Maybe it’s the leverage you 
need to get Bear to go to the doctor. Be honest with him. 


Tell him that you want to be sure you aren’t going to throw 
him into cardiac arrest.” 


“What if he gets mad?” 


“Then he gets mad. Your relationship is new and you'll have 
your first argument out of the way,” Charlie said with a grin. 
“It won't always be smooth sailing. You'll have to learn how 
to talk things out if you have hopes of lasting.” 
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Liam thought about what Charlie had said. He kept going 
back to what was really bothering him. “What if | get him to 
go to the doctor and they tell him he can’t play football? 
He’d never forgive me for that. 


Football’s not only Bear’s life but his dad’s as well.” 


Charlie rubbed his jaw, the bristled sound of his five o’clock 
shadow loud in the silent kitchen. “I guess you need to ask 
yourself if you’d rather take the chance of losing Bear’s love 
in order to save his life.” 


The statement had tears welling in Liam’s eyes. He finished 
off his cocoa and rinsed his mug. “Thanks, Charlie,” he said, 
putting the cup in the dishwasher. “I hope you enjoy your 
book.” 


“Try and get some sleep. You’ll need your strength for the 
coming days.” Charlie went back to reading his book as 
Liam left. 


After making a stop by the restroom, Liam crawled back into 
the big bed. 


“Where’d you go?” Bear asked, his voice gruff with sleep. 


“Down to the kitchen to get a drink. Charlie was awake so | 
talked to him for a few minutes.” Bear pulled Liam back into 
his arms and curled his much larger body around his smaller 
one. 


Bear was snoring in no time. Liam grinned. Who knew he’d 
enjoy the sound of a hibernating bear in his ear. 


A sweet ass snuggling back against his growing erection 

woke Bear. “Mmm.” Bear moved his morning wood to the 
cleft of Liam’s ass. Warm skin rubbed against his cock as 
Liam started to move in his sleep. 


He moved his hand down Liam's chest to his groin and 
smiled. Liam may be asleep, but he was definitely not dead. 
He ran his fingers over the smooth skin of Liam’s cock as it 
filled while he began to rock back and forth, his cock 
pushing deeper into the cleft. 


Liam grunted and looked over his shoulder at Bear. “After 
something?” 


“Oh yeah,” Bear said, wrapping his fingers around Liam’s 
hard cock. “Reach over and hand me some stuff.” 


Liam reached over and put his hands on the lube and box of 
condoms. Bear was confused when he held them in mid-air 
and just stared at them. “Bear?” 


“Yeah?” 


“I’m afraid,” Liam finally admitted. 


“I wouldn’t hurt you for anything in the world,” Bear said, 
trying to soothe his new lover. 


With a chuckle, Liam shook his head. “I’m not afraid of this,” 
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butt cheeks. “I’m afraid of you passing out again or worse. | 
need you to go back to the doctor to get another check-up.” 


Bear took a deep breath and sighed. “I’ve already been to 
my doctor back home.” 


“I know, but | was hoping you’d go to the doctor here, too. | 
just need to be sure I’m not going to bring on another 
fainting spell. Besides, it would be nice for the doctors here 
to have a file on you in case something else happens.” 


“Nothing’s going to happen, Liam.” Bear kissed the back of 
Liam’s neck. He appreciated Liam’s concern, but really 
didn’t want to dwell on his heart condition. All he really 
wanted at this moment was to bury his cock so deep in 
Liam’s body he'd be imprinted forever. 


“Please? For me?” Liam turned and looked at Bear. Liam’s 
blue eyes were swimming in unshed tears. 


“Hey, none of that.” Bear kissed Liam’s eyelids. “l'Il make an 
appointment at the clinic.” 


“Thank you.” Liam pulled away enough to turn over and 
face Bear. He hoisted his leg over Bear’s hip and pressed 
their cocks together. Handing the condoms and lube over, 
Liam grinned. “Make love to me.” 


Bear tried to read the look on Liam’s face. He could see the 
desire there but there was something else. 


Fear. “I’m not going to die making love to you, Liam.” 


“I hope not,” Liam said. “I feel selfish, because right now all 
| really care about is having you inside of me.” 


With renewed vigour, Bear growled and tore open the box of 
condoms. He took one out and tossed the destroyed box 
over the edge of the bed. Liam started laughing as Bear 
opened the lube with his teeth. 


After hitching Liam’s thigh higher, Bear slicked his fingers 
and ran them down the crack of the sweet ass he couldn’t 
wait to bury himself in. Rimming the puckered hole with the 
pad of his index finger, Bear waited for Liam to stop 
laughing and relax. His cock was throbbing and he knew he 
was leaving a painted trail of pre-cum against Liam’s skin. 


When he slipped the first finger into Liam’s warm body, 
Liam moaned. Oh, Liam was a vocal lover, perfect. Bear was 
pretty vocal himself. Although the few quick fucks he’d 
experienced over the summer would be nothing like making 
love to the man he loved. Soon, Bear had worked three 
fingers into Liam’s tight body. 


“Oh, oh God, please, Nate.” 


Bear stopped and looked at the writhing man in his arms. “l 
don’t think you’ve ever called me Nate before.” He withdrew 
his fingers and wiped them on his discarded T-shirt beside 
the bed before picking up the foil packet. “I like the way you 
Say it.” 


“I like your name. | like the way it sounds coming out of my 
mouth. Do you mind?” Liam asked, rolling to his back as 


Bear positioned himself between his thighs. 


“No. | don’t mind at all. It’s a nice change, being seen as a 
man and not just a football player.” Bear pressed the crown 
of his cock against Liam’s stretched hole. “Ready?” 
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“Yeah,” Liam said with a chuckle. 


Moving as slow as his lust would allow, Bear pushed inside 
Liam’s body inch by inch. Bear’s breathing stopped as he 
buried himself to the root. Trying to go over football plays in 
his head to keep from erupting, Bear didn’t breathe again 
until his lungs started burning. 


With a deep breath and a renewed sense of control, Bear 
looked into Liam’s eyes to make sure he was ready. Liam 
smiled and ran his hand over Bear's jaw. “You feel even 
better than I’d dreamed.” 


With a raised eyebrow, Bear began a slow rhythm in and out 
of his man. The more pleasure evident on Liam’s face, the 
faster Bear moved. Changing positions slightly, Bear held 
onto Liam’s thighs as he lifted Liam’s ass off the bed. Bear 
was rewarded for the new position by Liam’s cry of release. 


Gazing down between their bodies, Bear watched as Liam’s 
cock spurted cum between them. 


Continuing to peg Liam’s prostate gland, Bear waited until 
Liam started to come down from his climax. 


Three more deep thrusts and Bear’s spine stiffened as he 
shot his seed into the condom. Falling on top of Liam, Bear 
sealed their mouths together in an erotic play of tongues 
and teeth. 


Once his heart-rate returned to normal, Bear rolled to the 
side and disposed of the condom. Coming back to Liam’s 
arms, Bear kissed those sweet lips again. 


“Nate?” Liam asked, playing with Bear’s dreadlocks. 
“Yeah, sweetheart?” 


“About what you said earlier? | don’t see you as a football 
player. When I look at you, | see only the man I’ve fallen for. 
The man I want to make sure stays around until we're old 
and wrinkled.” 


Smiling, Bear shook his head and placed a kiss on Liam’s 
forehead. “Haven’t you heard? Black don’t crack. You may 
be wrinkled but l'Il always retain my youthful appearance.” 


Laughing, Liam playfully punched Bear in the arm. “You 
think you'll still be interested in a raisin when you're still 
beautiful?” 


“Sure,” Bear said. “When | look at you | see more than 
sparkling blue eyes and that shaggy black hairdo. | see 
someone who sees me for who | am. | think you’re the first 
person to ever really do that. 


It’s part of the reason | fell in love.” 
“And the other part?” 


With a mischievous grin, Bear rolled back on top of Liam. 
“Because of those sparkling blue eyes and the shaggy black 


hairdo.” 


Chapter Six 
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“Hey, Koby.” Liam said as he entered the weight room. 
“Have you seen Nate around?” 


“Ooh, Nate is it?” Koby asked, teasing him. 


Liam felt his face heat with embarrassment and shrugged. 
“He may be Bear to everyone else, but he’s Nate to me.” 


“I’m just kidding you. | think it’s great the two of you’ve 
gotten together. And to answer your question, he’s ina 
meeting with the coaches.” Koby continued talking but went 
back to his workout. 


“Oh,” Liam mumbled. Nate was supposed to find out the 
results from his MRI earlier that afternoon, but Liam had 
been unable to go with him because of soccer practice. It 
had been a long week, and if Nate was meeting with Justin 
and the rest of the coaches it must not be good. The 
thought of something being seriously wrong with the man 
he loved drove Liam to walk down the hall towards Justin’s 
office. 


Standing outside the door, Liam tried to look through the 
frosted glass pane. He could make out the dark outlines of 
people but couldn’t tell which one belonged to his lover. 
Without thought, he stuck his finger in his mouth and began 
chewing on his nail. It was a habit he’d abandoned years 
earlier. 


As the minutes ticked by, Liam continued the assault on his 
nails. When the door opened, he jumped and stuck his 
hands in his pockets. Stepping back until he was against the 
wall, Liam waited for Nate to come out. He nodded to the 
new offensive line coach as he passed. Julian stepped out of 
the office and shut the door, refusing to meet Liam’s eyes. 
What the hell? 


“Julian?” Liam took a step forward. 
“Not now,” Julian said and kept walking. 


Liam felt like he’d been punched in the stomach. He looked 
towards the office again. One of the blurred figures waved 
their arms in the air evidently trying to get a point across. 
Liam guessed it was Justin, the new head coach. Hoping not 
to piss anyone off, Liam tapped on the glass. 


Both heads swung to look towards the door. Bear turned 
back to Justin and said something Liam couldn’t make out. 
He rose from the chair he was sitting in to walk towards 
Liam. 


It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see something was 
definitely wrong. Bear seemed to take a deep breath before 
opening the door. “Hey. You finished with practice already?” 
Bear asked. 


“Yeah,” Liam answered, studying Bear. “What’s going on?” 
“Just an impromptu meeting. Come on, let’s get out of 
here.” Bear took Liam’s hand and pulled him down the hall 
towards the parking lot. 


“Nate?” 


“We'll talk. | thought we’d stop by and grab something for 
dinner, have a picnic out behind the house.” 


Nodding, Liam let Nate have his way. With his fingers 
entwined with Nate’s they headed across campus to the 
student union. There they could pick up a cheap burger or 
sandwich. 
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As they stepped into the air-conditioned building, Liam 
spotted a table of football players. He tried to release Nate’s 
hand, but Nate held tight. “Don’t pull away from me,” Nate 
whispered. 


They walked up to the counter and Nate placed his order. 
Once Nate finished rattling off a list of food, all eyes were on 
Liam. Knowing his wallet was near empty, Liam ordered 
fries and a glass of water. 


“You need more than that,” Nate said. “You’ve been 
practicing most of the day. Get some protein.” 


Liam shrugged. “I’m not very hungry.” The loud noise his 
stomach made contradicted his statement. 


Nate studied him for several seconds before turning to the 
guy behind the counter. “Add an extra burger to my order.” 


Liam started to protest. He knew what Nate was doing and it 
made him feel like the poor kid in school all over again. The 
big hand in his squeezed slightly and Liam held his tongue. 


“Well, aren’t you two just the cutest couple.” 


He felt his spine stiffen at the loud remark thrown across the 
busy union. Liam didn’t dare turn around. 


He knew exactly who'd said it, Chad Loningham. God, he 
hated that guy. Even though it was never proved, Liam 
knewChad was one of those behind the attack of Rocco 
earlier that year. Liam had been on the receiving end 
ofChad ’s hatred in the past but had never reported him. 
Nate didn’t even knowChad was the one behind the beating 
that brought his protector into his life. 


Nate started to turn around and Liam pulled on his hand. 
“Don’t respond to him. It won’t help.” Liam heard the low 
growl vibrating in Nate’s throat. He had no doubt Nate could 
wipe the floor withChad , but Liam wanted to avoid any 
altercations between the two until he learned more about 
Nate’s heart condition. 


Nate looked fromChad back to Liam and gave a short nod. 
They ignored the cat-calls from the table of jocks until they 
could get their food and get out of the union. 


Walking towards BK House, Nate didn’t say a word. They 
bypassed the front entrance and went around back to the 
picnic area Demitri had set up. Liam knew Demitri was 
planning to break ground on the addition next year but for 
now, the area held several picnic tables and a large patch of 
grass. 


Sitting side by side, Nate pulled his food out of their sacks. 
“| happen to have an extra burger. You interested?” 


Liam felt himself blush as he nodded and took the offered 
food. “Thanks.” 


“You're welcome,” Nate said, leaning over to place a tender 
kiss on Liam’s mouth. “If you’re hungry don’t be 


embarrassed if you don’t have enough money. My folks 
aren’t rich but they send me more than enough to feed us 
both if we need it.” 


Even though Liam knew Nate was trying to make him feel 
better, it still stung. Nate must’ve realised it was still 
bothering him because he put his cheeseburger down and 
pulled Liam into his arms. “Does it bother you?” 


Liam shrugged. It did bother him but he didn’t think he 
could explain it to Nate. Still, Nate kept staring Page 28 
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into his eyes, waiting for an answer. Liam played with a rope 
of Nate’s hair as he struggled to get the words out. “I don’t 
have a dad. I’m not sure if | ever told you that. He took off 
before | was born. Mom worked two jobs, but with the price 
of daycare she never seemed to get ahead. It was a little 
easier once | started school. It hurt her pride but she signed 
me up for the free lunch program at school. Somehow a kid 
found out and told everyone. They teased me about it every 
damn day. | wanted to tell momma to get me out of the 
program but | knew every little bit helped.” 


“I’m not gonna tease you about it, and I’m not going to 
watch you go hungry. If our situations were reversed you’d 
Share what you had with me, wouldn’t you?” 


“Of course,” Liam said without hesitating. 


“Okay then, subject closed.” Nate pointed towards the still- 
wrapped cheeseburger. “Now eat.” He gave Liam one more 
quick kiss before releasing him. 


Liam picked up his dinner and started to eat. After all that, 
he couldn’t tell Nate the food was sitting like a lead weight 
in his gut. He nibbled for a few minutes as Nate finished off 
his second burger and reached for a third. “So what was the 
meeting about?” Liam finally asked. 


Nate took a bite of his dinner and chewed slowly. “The 
doctor faxed a report over to Justin. He wanted to go over it 
with me and the other coaches.” 


“And?” Liam prodded. 


“Same thing | told you. Yeah, there’s a problem with one of 
my heart valves but it’s not bad enough to bench me.” 


“What do your coaches think?” 


“That | should think about retiring. But they can’t really 
make me. Oh they can cut me from the team, but | could 
also sue the school for it. They won’t do it and | won’t quit.” 


Liam felt like the few bites he’d eaten would come back up 
at any second. He threw what was left of his burger into the 
sack. “You're willing to risk your life to play a fucking 
game?” He didn’t mean for it to come out so harsh but there 
it was. 


Nate closed his eyes for a few seconds. He took a deep 
breath and reopened them. “It’s more complicated than that 
and you know it. Not only would it kill my dad but it would 
ruin the rest of my life. 


I’m not an economics major like you are, Liam. I'ma 
physical education major. If | don’t make it to the pros, l'Il be 
teaching gym for the rest of my life.” 


“Yeah, and at least you’ll have a life. What good is it gonna 
do for you to make it to the pros only to die in a couple 
years? Will your dad be more proud of you then?” 


“Leave my dad out of it,” Nate said between clenched teeth. 


“No, | don’t think I can. It seems to me what he thinks of you 
is more important than saving your own goddamn life. What 
about me? Do | fit into the equation anywhere?” Liam stood 

and looked at Nate. 


“Don’t do this,” Nate begged. “Please. | have enough people 
putting pressure on me.” 
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Liam swallowed. “I’m going to take a walk. l'Il catch up with 
you later.” He turned and walked away without looking back. 
He knew he was being cruel to Nate but he needed to think. 
He wanted to know what Nate would be up against if he 
continued to play. 


Making a decision, he headed back to the athletic building. 


He found Julian in his office with his feet up on the desk 
looking through a thick text book of some kind. 


Knocking on the threshold of the open door, Liam waited for 
Julian to acknowledge him. 


After a few seconds, Julian looked up. “Yeah?” 


“Can | talk to you?” Liam asked. 


“Depends. Are you going to try and talk me out of my 
stance on Bear?” 


“| don’t know what stance that is, but | do need to talk 
about Nate.” Liam continued to stand in the doorway until 
Julian waved him in. 


Sitting on the cracked vinyl chair beside the desk, Liam 
glanced at the book still in Julian’s lap. He wasn’t surprised 
to see it was a medical text book. “Can you tell me how 
dangerous it is for Nate to continue playing football?” 


Julian sighed and threw the book on the desk. “No one really 
knows. That’s the problem. The doctor said Bear definitely 
shows signs of Arrhythmogenic Right Ventricular Dysplasia 
or ARVD, but he agrees with Bear’s hometown physician. 
Although there appears to be fatty tissue present in the 
right ventricle, it’s a borderline case and not enough to 
bench him.” 


“What about the fainting? Is that normal?” Liam questioned 
Julian further. 


“Of course it’s not normal but for a patient with ARVD it’s an 
indicator that the problem exists. The more frequent these 
dizzy spells and fainting episodes occur the worse the 
condition. According to Bear, the one a couple of days ago 
was the first in over a year.” 


“But you still don’t think he should be playing?” Liam 
guessed. 


“No. | don’t understand it. Bear’s an intelligent guy. Why 
would he risk dying on a football field? I’ve been reading 
and there’s a defibrillator he can have implanted in his 
chest that could probably save his life.” 


“Good,” Liam exclaimed. “Let’s talk to him about that.” 


Julian sighed and shook his head. “He won't go for it. Most 
sports teams won't allow an athlete with a defibrillator to 


play. ” 


Once again it went back to Nate’s professional aspirations. 
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life for a game. Yeah, he understood how much football 
meant to Nate and his dad, but enough to die? 


Liam shook his head. “I don’t know what to do. | don’t 
understand why he’s being this way. | don’t know what to 
say to him. How do you stand behind someone you love 
when you know they are doing something potentially life 
threatening?” 


Running his hands over his short black hair, Julian looked at 
Liam. “My advice would be to try and change his mind. If 
that doesn’t work, you have a choice to make. You can 
either love him or leave him.” 


“That simple, huh?” Liam snorted. 


“Breaking it down into the simplest terms, yeah.” Julian 
nodded. “Sorry. | wish | could give you the magic words to 
make Bear see reason, but he has his mind made up. Unless 
you're good at slipping things in under his radar, he won’t 
change it.” 


Liam stood and held out his hand. “Thanks, Julian. Seems | 
have some plotting and thinking to do.” 


“Good luck with both,” Julian chuckled. He sobered quickly 
and looked at Liam. “If anyone can change his mind it’s 


"m 


you. 


“Yeah, no pressure there.” 


Chapter Seven 


After leaving Julian’s office, Liam wandered towards the 
edge of campus. The small pond always made him feel 
better when he was down and right now he didn’t think he 
could get any lower. As he sat under a tree, looking out at 
the crystal clear water, Liam struggled with himself. He 
knew if he continued a relationship with Nate it could end in 
heartache, but his feelings grew daily and he honestly didn’t 
know if he could walk away. 


He thought about the previous year and how Nate had taken 
it upon himself to protect him from the other guys in his 
dorm. Even now that they were together, Liam knew Nate 
had stepped up because he was a nice guy. There weren’t 
any ulterior motives. It was just Nate’s way. He used his 
incredible strength and size to save Liam from getting 
jumped every time he left the dorm. 


The more he pondered, the more he realised even though 
there was a risk involved, Nate loved football. 


Was it any different than Nate working the streets as a 
policeman, or fighting dangerous fires? The only difference 
Liam could find was that Nate would indeed be putting 
himself in danger but only for his own gratification. He 
wouldn’t be out there risking his life to save others. It was 
football, after all. 


Maybe all Liam could do was make sure his man stayed 
healthy. He decided a trip to the library was definitely on his 
agenda for the next day. Liam pictured Nate’s face before 
he’d walked away from him earlier. He knew in his heart 
he’d never stop loving Nate, so what would be the point of 
walking away? 


No, he intended to spend every spare moment with that 
incredible man. 
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Nate had been right. He did need Liam’s support. Not for the 
decisions he’d made, but as a friend and lover. Even a big 
man like Nate Tucker needed someone to lean on 
occasionally and Liam wanted to be that person. 


Getting to his feet, Liam started jogging towards BK House. 
He rounded a stand of trees and spotted the group of 
football players from the union. They were sitting on picnic 
tables laughing. Liam’s breath caught in his chest. He didn’t 
think they’d seen him, but just in case, he quickly decided 
to back-track and take an alternate route home. 


Once on the rarely used path, he took off at a full sprint. By 
the time he reached the front door he was out of breath. 
Taking a few extra seconds, Liam sat on the front steps and 
got his breathing under control. The last thing he wanted 
was to upset Nate over this, especially when it concerned a 
group of Nate’s fellow players. Nate had to practice with 
those guys. If he knew they were the ones behind Liam’s 
harassment in the past, Nate would be upset every time he 
looked at them. 


Running his fingers through his hair, Liam mentally prepared 
to apologise for the way he’d reacted. He opened the front 
door and stepped inside. The common room was littered 
with faces he’d seen in the past week along with a few new 
arrivals. 


As Liam searched the room for Nate, he said hi to one of his 
new housemates. He finally spotted Charlie. The blind man’s 
head turned and Charlie appeared to look straight into 
Liam’s eyes. Charlie didn’t say a word but pointed towards 
the upstairs. Liam gave a nod in acknowledgement, only 
realising Charlie couldn’t have seen the gesture as he 
headed up to eat crow. 


Standing outside their room, Liam took another deep breath 
and turned the knob. He found Nate sitting on the edge of 
the bed, his face in his hands. “Nate?” Liam whispered. 


Nate’s head came up immediately at the word. It was 
evident he’d been worried sick. Without a word, Liam 
walked over and knelt in front of him. “I’m sorry.” 


Two big arms grabbed Liam and lifted him. He was placed on 
Nate’s lap before he could get another word out. “I was so 
scared you wouldn’t come back,” Nate’s deep voice 
proclaimed. 


Liam shook his head and pressed his fingers to Nate’s lips. 
“I think l'Il always come back.” He ran his hand over Nate’s 
strong jaw. “I’m in love with you. | won't lie and say it 
doesn’t upset me you’re planning to still play ball, but it 
isn’t enough for me to walk away.” 


He felt Nate’s breath hitch but his man wasn’t the type to 
shed tears. Still, Liam knew his words were being heard. 


“I love you, too,” Nate mumbled, his voice dropping so deep 
Liam could barely understand him. “l'Il be okay. | won’t let 
this thing get me.” 


Liam closed his eyes and pressed his lips to Nate’s. He 
prayed that his lover was right. Besides his mom, Liam had 
never felt safer and more loved than at this moment. 


The kiss grew in intensity until their clothes were discarded 
and Nate was deep inside Liam. Their dual climax, combined 
with the emotional upheavals of the day, left them both 
breathless and sleepy. 


As Liam lay with his head on Nate’s chest, he couldn’t help 
listening to the precious heart underneath him. He knew 
everyone had a weakness, but he couldn’t help but to wish 
Nate’s was something else. If Page 32 
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only he had a bad knee or shoulder. Those things could be 
career threatening without ending Nate’s life. 


Why his heart, the most precious thing about him? 
“We okay?” Nate asked. 


“| hope so,” Liam whispered. He placed a kiss on the soft 
skin covering Nate’s heart. God did he hope so. 


Working on a research paper in the communal computer 
room, Liam felt the hair on the back of his neck prickle. He 
could tell someone was watching him. “Can I help you?” he 
asked without turning away from the screen. He knew he 
should’ve worked on the computer in his room but knew 
he’d need the colour printer only available downstairs. 


“Sorry,” the unidentified voice said. “I was just taking a look 
around the place. | don’t know if you remember, but we met 
a month or so ago.” 


Liam finished entering a line of data and turned around. Jace 
Rawlings stood in the doorway. Looking even more 


handsome than Liam remembered, Jace grinned. “Hi.” 


Jace took a couple of steps into the room. “Do you mind if | 
ask what you’re working on? Those spreadsheets look 
familiar.” 


Liam glanced back at his computer. “It’s a project I’m 
working on for myPrinciples of Microeconomics, Honours 
class.” 


“A man after my own heart,” Jace teased putting his hand 
over his chest. “Are you an economics major?” 


“Yeah. It’s cool.” 


Jace looked at Liam for several seconds. “I don’t suppose 
you'd be interested in a part-time job?” 


A job? “Uh, yeah I'd be interested, but | don’t really have 
enough time between soccer practice and studying. | could 
use the cash though. If it weren’t for my scholarship I’d even 
be willing to give up soccer, but | can’t afford to attend 
without it.” 


Nodding, Jace looked at Liam’s computer screen. “Let me 
give it some thought. | might be able to come up with 
something.” 


“I'd appreciate it Mr. Rawlings.” Liam smiled. A job would 
really help right now. 


“Call me Jace.” 


Liam heard Tony Bianchi calling Jace’s name from the living 
room. “Guess I'd better get going,” Jace said, pointing 
towards the voice. He pulled out his wallet and handed Liam 
a business card. “Give me a Page 33 
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call in a couple of days. I’m sure l'Il have figured something 
out by then.” 


Taking the card, Liam ran his thumb over the raised black 
ink. “Thank you.” 


Chuckling, Jace shook his head. “Don’t thank me yet. Talk to 
you soon, Liam.” 


“Bye.” He watched Jace walk out of the room and shook his 
head as he studied the business card. 


Working for Bianchi Bytes in any capacity would be a dream 
come true. He couldn’t wait to share the news with Nate. 


Liam saved his data onto his handy jump drive and shut 
down the computer. As soon as he walked into the 
communal living room, he heard Nate’s deep laugh coming 
from the kitchen. Smiling he walked that way. 


He found Nate and a new guy doing the dishes from their 
evening meal. They were standing way too close and 
laughing way too much for Liam’s comfort. “Hey,” Liam said 
coming up behind Nate. 


The guy turned his head and looked Liam up and down. He 
couldn’t explain the way it made him feel, but he didn’t like 
it. 


“Hey, sweetheart,” Nate said leaning in to give Liam a quick 
kiss. “Have you met Michael?” 


“No, | haven’t,” Liam answered. 


Michael turned fully and offered his hand. Despite his 
natural instinct to pull away, Liam shook the buff blond 
guy’s hand. “Nice to finally meet you, Liam. Bear’s been 
talking non-stop about you since we met.” Liam could’ve 
sworn Michael caressed his hand instead of shaking it. 


Pulling away, Liam took a step back and looked up at Nate. 
“You about done?” 


“Yeah, we just have a few things to put away. Michael 
invited us out to a new gay club.” Nate pulled Liam into his 
arms. “We’ve never danced.” 


The pleading look Nate gave him had Liam swallowing his 
protest. He looked down at his shabby clothes. “lIl need to 
get ready.” 


Nate grinned and turned towards Michael without releasing 
Liam. “We’ll meet you out front in thirty minutes.” 


“Sounds good,” Michael said, putting another pot away. “lIl 
finish this up.” 


“Thanks, man.” Nate led Liam out of the kitchen and to their 
room. 


As soon as they were behind their closed door, Liam started 
going through his tiny closet. “So when did you meet 
Michael?” he asked. He knew it wasn’t fair to judge a person 
because of a bad first impression and wanted to give Nate’s 
new friend the benefit of the doubt. 


“Couple of days ago. He lives over in Darton Hall. He’s on 
the waiting list for BK, but until someone moves out or the 
new addition is finished, Charlie said he could hang out here 
if he wanted.” 


“So they’re just gonna let him come over anytime he 
wants?” That didn’t make sense to Liam. It was Page 34 
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like an open invitation to anyone who wanted to stop in fora 
free meal. 


Pulling out a clean pair of jeans and a black T-shirt, Nate 
started stripping. “I guess Demitri and Charlie discussed it. 
Because they didn’t anticipate the reaction to BK, they’ve 
found it just isn’t big enough. 


They think anyone should have access to a place they can 
consider a safe-haven. So, they came up with a way. Seems 
guys can pay a monthly fee and take their meals here and 
hang out if they need to.” 


“Generous of them,” Liam said. He knew it was said ina 
sarcastic tone, but he didn’t like the thought of people 
coming and going all the time, or maybe it was just Michael 
he had a problem with. After looking through his clean 
clothes, Liam shook his head. “I don’t have any clean jeans 
that aren’t threadbare.” 


“Good,” Nate said. He placed a kiss on the side of Liam’s 
neck. “Wear the tight faded ones with the hole in the back 
pocket. Those are my favourite anyway.” Nate reached over 
Liam’s shoulder and pulled out a blue sports shirt. 


Liam looked at the shirt his mom had given him the previous 
Christmas. She'd told him it matched his eyes. It was a little 
too preppy for Liam’s taste and he’d yet to wear it. He didn’t 
have to worry about it still having tags on it, because he 
knew his mom had got it at the local thrift shop near their 
house. 


“This would look great on you.” Nate ran a hand down 
Liam’s chest to land on the fly of his jeans. “Will you wear it 
for me?” He gave Liam’s cock a squeeze. 


“Will it get me more of that?” Liam pressed his growing 
hardness into Nate’s palm. 


“You'll be lucky if | don’t take you right there on the dance 
floor,” Nate chuckled. 


“Okay, you’ve convinced me.” He took the shirt from Nate 
and turned around in his arms. “Now, either you go stand on 
the other side of the room while | get changed, or | won’t 
want to leave the room at all.” 


Laughing, Nate gave him one last squeeze and went to put 
his shoes on. Liam quickly undressed. He decided to torture 
his man a bit and slid into the tight pair of jeans without 
putting on underwear. Nate’s eyes followed Liam’s every 
movement. 


“Damn,” Nate said, brushing his hand across the evident 
bulge in his own jeans. “For someone so worried about my 
heart, you sure don’t mind getting my blood pressure up.” 


Liam knew the remark was meant as a joke, but it sobered 
his ardour. He never thought he’d be in a relationship that 
could so easily end with the death of the person he loved. 


“Stop it,” Nate growled. “It was a joke and you know it.” 
Nate gathered Liam’s athletic shoes and handed them over. 


“Yeah, | know it was a joke. Just wasn’t a funny one.” 


Chapter Eight 
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They found Michael standing in the parking lot, leaning 
against a brand new cherry red pickup. “Nice ride,” Nate 
said, opening the passenger door. He looked at Liam and 
gestured for him to go first. 


Great, Liam knew it made sense for him to sit in the middle 
with his much smaller size, but he didn’t relish the thought 
of being that close to Michael. 


As he tried to buckle his seat belt, Liam felt the odd press of 
Michael’s thigh against him. Instead of saying anything, 
Liam gave the man a narrow eyed stare. 


Michael just grinned and winked. “Ready?” 
“More than,” Nate replied, taking Liam’s hand. 


Entwining his fingers with Nate’s, Liam held his tongue. 
Liam knew Nate didn’t have many friends. Oh, he was 
friendly with a lot of people but only counted a couple as 
buddys he could do things with, and Nate really seemed to 
enjoy Michael’s company. The two of them laughed and 
joked the entire way to the club on the outskirts of town. 
Before this bar had opened, the town only had the D/s club, 
something Liam definitely wasn’t interested in. 


They pulled up to an old warehouse turned nightclub with 
the name Lucky’s blazing across the front in blue neon. 
“Hope so,” Michael joked as he read the sign. 


Nate laughed and Liam rolled his eyes. It was going to be a 
hell of a long night. 


After a couple of fast dances, Liam needed a break. He 
pulled a reluctant Nate off the dance floor and towards their 
booth against the wall. Nate stood beside the table and 
Liam slid in. 


Taking his seat, Nate looked around the room. “It’s packed.” 


Liam nodded. “It’s the weekend. Not much else to do 
besides go to the movies or hang out at the college.” Liam 
noticed Nate’s gaze was focused on the dancers. He 
wondered whether he was watching the group or Michael. 
Nate’s statement quickly cleared things up. 


“Michael can really move. He looks like a brother out there.” 


Liam felt his temper rising. “As opposed to what? Me? Do | 
dance like a leprechaun?” 


“What?” Nate asked turning back to face Liam. “No. That’s 
not what | meant. What’s gotten in to you?” 


“Nothing,” Liam mumbled. It seemed the more Liam 
rebuffed Michael’s bold advances, the more Michael seemed 
to turn to Nate. Although, Liam had noticed since the 
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eyes seemed to track Nate’s every move. 


Liam was the first to admit Nate was the sexiest mother- 
fucker in the room, but Nate was his, dammit. 


Nate got Liam’s attention by putting his big hand on his 
thigh. “Don’t you like Michael?” 


“Not particularly.” 


“That’s just because you haven’t given yourself a chance to 
get to know him. He’s really funny.” Nate’s hand worked its 
way between Liam’s thighs. 


“I’ll have to take your word for it,” Liam said dryly. He 
squeezed his legs together trapping Nate’s hand as the 
song ended. “Here he comes.” 


Michael slid into the booth across from Liam. “This place is 
fantastic,” he said, wiping the sweat off his face with a 
napkin. 


“I’m gonna hit the john before a slow song comes on,” Nate 
announced as he stood. 


Liam watched his man weave through the crowd towards 
the restroom. Yep, every eye in the place checked out 
Nate’s broad shoulders evident in the tight black shirt, or 
maybe it was the sweetest ass in the world encased in those 
tight jeans. “Damn,” Liam whispered without thinking. 


Michael turned his head and watched Nate disappear into 
the restroom. “He’s a good looking guy.” 


Liam looked at Michael and narrowed his eyes. “Not as hot 
as you are, but damn close.” 


“Excuse me?” 


“Stop fucking around. You know | want you,” Michael 
declared. “You and Nate ever play?” 


“Play?” What? Michael wanted him? 


“Don’t go all virgin on me. I’m asking if the two of you ever 
invite someone else into your bed.” 


Michael’s foot quickly brushed up the inside of Liam’s thigh 
to press against his cock. 


Knocking the foot away, Liam noticed Nate talking to 
someone just outside the restroom. “We don’t play.” Liam 
leaned forward and rested his forearms on the table, staring 
Michael in the eyes. “Nate likes you, but | don’t think | could 
keep him from ripping your head off if | told him what just 
happened.” 


“|I wonder,” Michael replied. 
“Just in time,” a deep voice said from beside him. 


Liam looked up into Nate’s smiling face. “I knew there was a 
slow song due any minute.” Nate held out his hand. “Care to 
dance?” 


With a nod, Liam took Nate’s offered hand and was pulled 
out and against a firmly muscled chest. 


Before allowing himself to be led to the floor, Liam reached 
up and pulled Nate’s head down for a kiss. 


He tasted of Coke and potato skins and Liam delved his 
tongue deeper.” 


Nate was the first to break the kiss. “If we do that much 
longer, we’ll never get to that dance.” 
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Liam felt himself blush and nodded. He followed Nate to the 
centre of the crowded dance floor. Liam actually giggled like 
a girl when Nate picked him up off his feet and pressed their 
bodies together. 


Instinctively wrapping his legs around Nate’s waist, Liam 
smiled at his man. “Why Mr. Tucker, you’re a fine dancer.” 


“| haven’t had much practice at this type of dancing.” Nate 
moved to the music, taking Liam with him. 


Their mouths found each other’s again, and before he knew 
it, Liam was grinding his hardened cock against Nate. 


“Need you,” Liam moaned against Nate’s lips. 


Nate’s hands squeezed Liam’s ass as he pressed his fingers 
against the seam of the faded jeans. “Watch out,” Liam 
whispered. “These jeans are so old you'll likely break 
through the stitching at any second. 


Even though I’m sure you wouldn’t mind having easy access 
to my ass, | don’t really want the entire room to see it.” 


The statement had Nate growling. “My ass,” he proclaimed. 
He gave Liam’s butt another squeeze. 


That reminded Liam. He looked into Nate’s eyes. “So you 
don’t want to share me with anyone?” 


“Hell no,” Nate bellowed. The loud statement, combined 
with Nate’s deep voice had the dancers around them 


staring. Of course they could’ve been staring at the almost- 
sex-show he and Nate were performing. 


Liam felt much better and burrowed his face under Nate’s 
hair to get to his neck. He licked and bit the chocolate 
brown skin, needing more. Working his tongue up to the 
Shell of Nate’s ear, Liam sucked the lobe into his mouth. 
“Take me home.” 


Without a word, Nate carried Liam from the dance floor and 
out the front door. He didn’t stop until he rounded the old 
warehouse, out of view of the parking lot. Pressing Liam’s 
back against the wall, Nate ground his cock against a 
quivering Liam. “Can’t wait, need in you, now.” 


Liam felt his pre-cum wetting the front of his jeans. “Stuff?” 


Nate grinned and delved into his pocket. He held up a foil 
packet. “Extra lubed.” 


“Good thinking,” Liam stammered. His hands went to the fly 
of his jeans as he began unzipping. “How are we gonna do 
this?” 


“Depends,” Nate said gruffly. “If you don’t mind stripping 
out of those sexy-assed jeans, I’m going to hold you just like 
this and thrust so far up inside you you'll feel me in your 
throat.” 


Liam shivered. “Sounds like a plan.” He released his hold on 
Nate’s torso and stood. Quickly kicking off his shoes and 
shucking his denims, Liam was nude from the waist down in 
no time. 


While he’d been stripping, Nate had unzipped and sheathed 
his cock. Those big arms picked him up once again. Nate 
spit onto his fingers and ran them around the rim of Liam’s 


ass. Already hornier than he ever remembered being, Liam’s 
body accepted the wet fingers hungrily. “Yes,” he moaned 
as Nate buried two fingers inside him. 


“Ready for me, sweetheart?” 
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Liam moved as much as he could on Nate’s hand. “Now,” 
Liam managed to get out. His cock was painting a trail along 
his blue shirt and he reached down and pulled the soft 
material up and under his armpits, exposing his leanly 
muscled chest to the night air. 


Removing his fingers, Nate positioned the crown of his cock 
at Liam’s entrance. The deeper Nate entered him, the more 
Liam was pressed against the rough bricks of the building. 
His now bare back would be a mess by the time this was 
over, but Liam didn’t care as Nate filled him. 


He tried to bow his back enough to get it off the abrasive 
wall, but with every thrust Liam was slammed back against 
the bricks. Managing to get a hand between them, Liam 
gripped his cock. “Gonna,” he wailed. 


“Not without me,” Nate growled. Two more thrusts and Nate 
buried himself so deep, Liam was painfully ground against 
the rough wall. Liam’s cock erupted at the combination of 
pleasure and pain. 


As Nate emptied his seed into the condom, Liam covered his 
torso with cum. He felt Nate’s grip on him begin to falter 
and he looked into his eyes. Nate was blinking rapidly as he 
eased Liam down. “You okay?” 


After several seconds, Nate gave his head a shake and 
blinked once more. “Yeah, I’m fine. I’ve never come so hard 
in my life, just shook me up a bit.” 


Liam wondered if that’s all there was to it. As he bent to 
retrieve his clothes, a noise to his right caught his attention. 
Looking over, Liam watched as Michael disappeared back 
around the corner of the building. How long had he been 
standing there? Nate still had his hand braced against the 
wall as he disposed of the condom. 


“I know you aren’t drunk, since we’ve both had nothing but 
Coke all evening. What’s up?” Liam watched as Nate 
fumbled with his zipper, finally taking pity on his man and 
doing it for him. 


“I’m fine, dammit, I’ve already told you that once, so get off 
my ass,” Nate snapped. 


Taken by surprise at the vehemence in Nate’s usually 
smooth voice, Liam shoved his feet into his shoes. 


Pulling his shirt down he winced. Fuck he was going to be 
sore the next morning. The pain in his back was nothing like 
the pain in his chest, however. Nate had never spoken to 
him like that. Deciding the best thing to do was just walk 
away for a while, Liam turned on his heels and started 
towards the parking lot. 


“Wait,” Nate said from behind him. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. | 
didn’t mean to snap.” 


“Whatever,” Liam waved his hand in the air and kept 
walking. He spotted Michael leaning against his truck as 
soon as he rounded the corner. Walking right up to him, 
Liam poked his finger against the much bigger man’s chest. 


“Promise me you won’t ever do that again and | won’t tell 
Nate.” 


Michael’s hands went up in surrender. “Sorry, | couldn’t 
resist. The two of you almost set off the smoke alarms in the 
building, but it was nothing compared to watching you fuck. 
Shit, l'Il remember that for the rest of my life.” 


Liam narrowed his eyes and looked up at Michael. He 
actually saw a hint of sadness in their green depths. Turning 
back to see Nate slowly walking towards them, Liam 
glanced back up at Michael. 


Maybe he was being overly sensitive. “Unlock the door and 
help Nate in.” 
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Michael gave him a strange look but nodded. As Liam slid to 
the centre of the bench seat, Michael held the door for Nate. 
As soon as Nate was buckled in beside him, he took Liam’s 
hand in his. “You hate me now?” 


Liam leaned his head against Nate’s arm. “Never gonna 
hate you.” 


They rode back to the dorm in silence. Liam dissected the 
evening’s events over and over. He knew a lot of his 
problems were caused by jealousy. Although he wanted 
Nate to make new friends, Liam didn’t like it when they 
came in six-foot-two-inch packages, especially when that 
package had pretty green eyes and sun-kissed blond hair. 


Michael made Nate laugh, something Liam was also jealous 
of. Who would want a boring economics major with a 
scrawny body when they could have the human Ken doll 
who was also fun to be around? 


Dropping them in front of the dorm, Michael waved as he 
drove off. Hand in hand, Liam led Nate inside and up to their 
room. The small altercation earlier between him and Nate 
weighed on his heart. He knew he’d badgered Nate a little 
about his obvious dizziness, but he hadn’t meant to sound 
like an old wife. 


After everything that had happened, Liam just wanted to 
crawl into Nate’s embrace and fall into a deep sleep. As he 
watched a quiet Nate get undressed, Liam grabbed the 
bottom of his shirt to pull it over his head. The action 
caused him to gasp. 


Nate’s head snapped up. “What’s wrong?” 


“My shirt is stuck to my skin. I’m gonna need to get it wet. 
l'Il be right back.” Liam grabbed his towel and started out 
the door towards the shower. A hand on his shoulder 
stopped him. 


“Liam?” 


Bowing his head, Liam looked at his bare feet. “I got 
scratches on my back from the brick. Evidently they bled 
and have now dried to my shirt.” 


Already naked, Nate pulled Liam out the door and down the 
hall towards the bathroom. He turned on the water and 
waited for it to warm. “Why didn’t you tell me?” Nate asked 
as he settled them both under the spray. 


“I knew you'd feel bad.” 


Nate started to protest, but Liam kissed the words away. “l 
loved every second of you fucking me in the alley.” He 
winced slightly as Nate peeled the now wet shirt up and 
over his head. “lIl be fine.” 


Turning him around, Nate got his first look at Liam’s 
damaged skin. “Fuck.” He traced the individual abrasions 
with gentle fingers. “I never meant to hurt you.” Nate rested 
his head on top of Liam’s. “I’d sooner cut off my right arm 
than hurt you.” 


Liam pulled away enough to turn around. He took Nate’s 
beautiful face into his palms and tilted his head downward. 
“Don’t apologise again. I’m fine, really. l'Il be sore for a few 
days, but you can doctor me every spare minute we get.” 


Nate looked at him for several seconds. “I love you.” 
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“I know, and I love you, too.” He placed a kiss on Nate’s 
chest. “Get me back to the room and start doctoring. | have 
a feeling I’m going to be a very needy patient,” Liam said, 
running his hand down the length of Nate’s cock. 


Chapter Nine 


“Good game,” Aaron said as he thumped Liam on the back. 


“Thanks, Coach,” Liam replied, stuffing his game uniform in 
the laundry hamper. If he hurried he could catch the last 
quarter of Nate’s football game on the campus radio station. 
It had been five weeks since their seasons had officially 
started, and Liam had only watched Nate play twice. Luckily 
the soccer team had a few Thursday games scheduled in 
the upcoming weeks. He missed watching Nate plough 
through a defensive line. 


Liam smiled as he put on his jacket and headed out of the 
locker room. They had their best sex on game days and he 
couldn’t wait for Nate to get back into town. Ignoring the 
other players loitering in the workout room, Liam was 
almost to the door when he heard Rudy’s voice. 


“Off to the fairy house?” 


Liam’s steps faltered for a second before walking out into 
the parking lot. Damn, he wished that asshole would leave 
him alone. It was bad enough when Rudy said that stuff 
when it was just the two of them, but when the rest of the 
team was around, it really pissed him off. 


Cursing under his breath, Liam kicked the tire of Rudy’s new 
car. “Wow, what did that car do to you?” 


Liam turned around and spotted Sam Howard. He’d met the 
junior a couple of times but hadn’t really talked to him 
much. He knew that Sam was Aaron’s half-brother. He was 
Supposed to have played soccer but had hurt his knee over 
the summer. “Sorry, just Rudy. God | hate that guy.” 


“You and me, both,” Sam said. “Care if | walk back to the 
house with you?” 


Liam looked at the handsome guy. “You live in BK? | haven’t 
seen you around.” Liam didn’t mention that he hadn’t 
realised Sam was even gay. Wow, his gaydar was evidently 
not worth shit. First he’d missed Nate and now Sam. He 
wondered how many other gay men were around that he 
hadn’t picked up on. 


Sam slung his backpack over his shoulder and walked 
beside Liam. “I moved in about a week ago, but I’ve been 
spending a lot of time with Aaron and Demitri.” 


“They’re good people,” Liam said remembering. “They really 
helped me out a while back when | was having trouble at 
the dorm | lived in.” 


“That’s when you met Bear isn’t it? | remember Demitri 
talking about what inspired him to build BK 
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House.” 


Liam stopped dead. “What? You mean assholes beating me 
up every week inspired BK? | never knew that.” 


“Yep, Demitri said everyone deserved to live in a safe 
environment.” Sam clapped Liam on the shoulder. 


“Sorry that it took so much violence to bring about change, 
but from what | can see, BK is making a difference.” 


Giving a nod, Liam continued on to the house. As they 
reached the front door, Sam turned back to Liam. “You 
planning on listening to the game?” 


“Sure, | thought maybe I'd get lucky and listen on the 
kitchen radio as | made me something to eat. Are you 
interested in joining me?” 


“I'd like that,” Sam said. 


After saying hi to Charlie and a few other guys, Liam led the 
way into the kitchen. He remembered how alone he’d felt 
when he first got to college. Despite the fact that Sam was a 
junior, he was still a newbie around campus and probably 
hadn't had time to meet people his own age. 


Liam turned on the radio as Sam started pulling lunchmeat 
out of the fridge. They still hadn’t found a cook so their 
meals usually consisted of sandwiches. 


“So what time is the team expected back?” Sam asked. 


“Sometime after seven, | think. I’m making spaghetti for 
Nate if you want to join us? Charlie usually eats with us, so it 
won't be like you’re breaking into a romantic dinner.” Liam 
grinned. He knew the romance would come after dinner. 


“Thanks, I'd like that.” 


They listened to the game as they began building huge 
sandwiches. Liam caught Sam glancing at him from time to 
time. He was just about to ask what was wrong when Sam 
opened up. 


“So what’s up with Rudy, and why were you taking it out on 
his poor tire?” 


Liam swallowed his bite of sandwich and took a drink of his 
milk. “Rudy’s a homophobe. He’s given me a hard time 
since the first day of practice my freshman year.” 


“Why don’t they do something about it?” 


“Because he has family connections on the college’s board 
of directors.” Liam shrugged. “I can usually handle the crap 
he throws at me, but it pisses me off when he calls me 
names in front of the rest of the team.” 


“He does that?” a deep voice asked from the doorway. 


Liam turned to see Charlie standing there. “Hey, Charlie. 
Yeah, unfortunately. | know Aaron’s complained to the 
administration several times about him. Last season | hurt 
my leg and Rudy refused to treat me. Luckily Aaron was 
friends with Julian and asked him to help train me. | wouldn’t 
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weren't for him.” 


Charlie scratched the top of his head. Liam knew the wheels 
were turning in that brilliant mind of his. 


“Would you be willing to write out a formal complaint?” 


“Sure, but | don’t think it will do much good. From what 
Aaron said, Rudy will pretty much have to quit before he 
loses his job.” 


“I’m still feeling my way around the administrative aspects 
of the school, but | know one thing. If | get a formal 


complaint, | can make sure Rudy gets more tolerance 
training. How much training is up to my discretion.” Charlie 
finished the statement with a devilish grin. 


Liam didn’t know exactly what Charlie had in mind, but he’d 
love to be a fly on the wall of those sessions. “I'll write it up 
as soon as the game’s over. And by the way, I’m making 
spaghetti for dinner. 


Don’t suppose you'd like to make up a batch of those garlic 
cheese biscuits | love so much?” 


Charlie smiled. “I’d love to.” Charlie turned towards Sam. 
“Will you be joining us, Sam?” 


Liam chuckled as Sam’s jaw dropped. “How did you know | 
was in here?” 


“Because you can’t be still. Every time you sit, your legs 
start bouncing with too damn much energy.” 


“Amazing,” Sam said in awe. 


“Better get used to it,” Liam continued to laugh. “Charlie 
sees more than most sighted people.” 


Laughing, Charlie waved as he exited the kitchen. “You guys 
be good. I’ve got a hardcore tolerance training session to 
plan.” 


By the time Bear walked through the door, he was in a shitty 
mood. The last thing he wanted to see was Liam sitting at 
the dining room table laughing with Charlie and some other 
good-looking guy. The sight almost had him growling. He 
held up a hand in greeting and started upstairs. 


“Nate, wait. Aren’t you hungry? We made spaghetti,” Liam 
called out after him. 


“I'll be down in a few. | need to call my dad and get 
changed.” 


Liam stood beside his chair and nodded. Bear could tell by 
Liam’s body language that he knew something was wrong. 
Bless Liam for giving him the space he needed right then. 


After changing into a pair of sweats and a T-shirt, Bear sat 
on the edge of the bed and picked up the phone. His dad 
answered on the second ring. “Hey, Dad.” 


“Hey, son. Better luck next week, right?” 
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Bear lay back on the bed and covered his eyes with his 
forearm. “It was my fault we lost that game.” 


“Bullshit. It takes a team to lose, just as it takes a team to 
win.” 


“I couldn’t protect Koby from that sack because | was dizzy. 
I’ve been getting light-headed a lot, Dad.” 


Bear heard his dad sigh. “Maybe you got hit earlier in the 
game and you just weren’t yourself.” 


“Maybe,” Bear mumbled. 


There was silence over the phone for a few very long 
seconds. “Bear, | know | told you it was an injury that kept 
me from playing professionally, but | wasn’t quite honest 


with you. The doctors detected the same heart defect you 
have. It’s the reason | knew to get you tested in the first 
place. | let them convince me to stop playing. To give up my 
dreams because of something that might happen. I’ve spent 
the rest of my life regretting that decision. | won’t let you 
throw away your dream for the same reason.” 


Bear was stunned. “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” 


“Because your mother doesn’t know anything about it, and | 
didn’t want to worry her. | didn’t meet her until after I’d 
already graduated. | figured my dreams had already ended, 
so why not find a steady girl and get married.” 


“You love mom though, right?” Bear felt as if his entire 
foundation was crumbling. 


“Of course | love your mom, but that doesn’t mean | wish 
my life hadn’t been different. Looking back, | wish I’d 
ignored the doctors and gone on to play professionally. 
That’s what I’m trying to get through to you, son. Don’t give 
up on your dream, because someone says you should. There 
are days when | think I’d rather have died out on the field 
doing what | loved.” 


The longer his dad talked, the worse Bear felt. “I need to get 
downstairs. Liam made spaghetti for me.” 


“Okay. Well, just learn from your mistakes and do better 
next week.” 


His mistakes? Bear might blame himself for losing the game, 
but it wasn’t because of a mistake he’d made. “Sure, Dad,” 
Bear said and hung up. 


He knew he needed to shake off his mood before Liam 
started questioning him. He couldn’t let his man know he’d 


been having problems. It would only turn into another 
argument, and Liam would worry every time Bear stepped 
out of the room. 


After taking a deep breath, Bear headed back downstairs. 
By the time he arrived the table was set. 


“Sorry about that,” he said, stopping beside Liam’s chair to 
give him a quick kiss. “You know | always get in a mood 
when we lose.” 


Liam seemed to study him for a few seconds before 
releasing his hand. “Yeah, | know,” Liam finally said. “Sit 
down and eat before everything is cold.” Liam gestured to 
the new guy. “By the way, this is Sam Howard, Aaron’s 
brother.” 


“Nice to meet you,” Bear said, trying to put on a smile. He 
shook Sam’s hand and gave himself a high-five for keeping 
his jealousy under wraps. 
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As they dug in, Bear noticed Liam’s continued gaze. He was 
relieved when Jace entered the room. 


“Hey, all. Thought I’d stop by and have a word with Liam. | 
can wait out in the living room until you’re finished eating.” 


“Are you hungry? We have plenty,” Liam said, smiling at 
Jace. Damn, did Liam have to flirt with everyone? 


“Well...okay, thanks.” Jace sat at the table and Charlie 
jumped up to get the man a plate and silverware. 


Bear didn’t know Jace very well. He’d met him on a couple 
of occasions but they’d never really had a conversation. The 
only thing he really knew about the man was that he was 
the new vice-President at Bianchi Bytes and he was a little 
too perfect to be real. 


Jace accepted the plate from Charlie and loaded it with 
spaghetti and biscuits. “So, what did you want to talk to me 
about?” Liam asked. 


Jace looked around the table. “Is it okay to talk in front of 
everyone?” 


“Sure, we’re all friends here.” 


“I think | found a way for you to pick up some extra cash. | 
talked to Tony and we're prepared to offer you a part-time 
job. | know you have the soccer season to get through, but | 
hoped in the meantime you'd be interested in a little data 
entry from home. After the season ends you can work at the 
office in your spare time.” 


Bear started to object but stopped himself when he saw the 
look on Liam’s face. What the hell was wrong with him? He 
knew Liam needed the money, but the thought of Liam 
working with Mr. Perfect really got under his skin. 


As Liam profusely gushed and thanked Jace, Bear stabbed at 
the rest of his dinner. When the last bite was in his mouth, 
he stood with his plate and went into the kitchen. Why 
would Liam want damaged goods when it was obvious he 
could have his pick of handsome men? 


“Nate?” 


Bear finished rinsing his plate and set it in the dishwasher. 
“Thanks for dinner. I’m going to go on upstairs. You stay and 


visit with your new friends.” 


Liam stepped forward and wrapped his arms around Bear’s 
waist. “What’s going on?” 


“Nothing,” Bear answered. “I just need a little time to 
myself.” He knew he was grumbling but diplomacy wasn’t in 
him at that moment. 


“Okay. l'Il clean up and meet you upstairs.” 


After giving Liam a kiss on the forehead, Bear unwound 
himself from Liam’s arms and left the kitchen. 


He nodded at the table of people as he passed. “It was a 
pleasure to meet you, Sam, Jace.” He continued into the 
living room and spotted Michael sprawled out on the couch. 
“Hey, what’s up?” 
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Deciding to go after Nate, Liam pushed through the 
swinging door that separated the dining room from the 
living room. He was stopped short by the sight of Nate 
sitting on the couch beside Michael. The two of them were 
laughing and acting stupid. 


Liam felt like a knife had been shoved in his gut. He quietly 
retreated back to the dining room. If Nate preferred 
Michael’s company, what the hell was he doing running 
after him? 


Chapter Ten 


“| need to finish a paper. You mind if | use the computer, Mr. 
Executive?” 


Liam stopped entering figures and turned around in his 
chair. “What the hell is your problem? You’ve been an 
asshole all week.” 


“Me? I’m not the one who’s been so busy trying to impress 
Jace Rawlings that I’ve left everything and everyone in the 
dust.” 


Liam felt his head spin. He couldn’t tell whether Nate was 
angry about the job, or the fact he had been working with 
Jace the last several days. “Am | trying to impress Jace? Hell 
yeah, because | need this job. 


I’m hoping if | work hard enough my mom can quit one of 
hers. Do you have any idea what it’s like to know someone 
you love is killing themselves so you can attend college?” 
He turned back to the computer and saved the data he’d 
been entering to the jump drive Jace had given him. 


Standing, he pushed passed Nate. “I’m sorry I’m not as 
entertaining as Michael. Matter of fact, why don’t you just 
move in with him. You seem to enjoy his company a hell of a 
lot more than mine lately.” 


Before he could open the door, a large arm slammed it shut. 
“Oh no you don’t. You don’t get to make a statement like 
that and just walk away.” 


Liam turned to face Nate. Crossing his arms, he waited for 
Nate to continue. “I’m not the one who’s been unavailable 


all week.” 


“Really? As | recall, one of the last things you said to me was 
that you needed time alone. | could tell something was 
wrong so | went after you. And what did | find? You and 
Michael, laughing it up on the couch. If that wasn’t a slap in 
the face, | don’t know what would be.” 


Nate released his hold on the door and walked towards the 
bed. “I was jealous. I’d had a crappy day and | came home 
to find you hanging out with Sam. If that wasn’t bad enough, 
the second Jace came into the room, your whole face lit up.” 
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“Yeah, because | was hoping he’d offer me a damn job.” 
Liam walked over and sat next to Nate on the bed. “You 
didn’t even ask me if we’d won the soccer game.” Liam 
knew he sounded like a wounded puppy but that’s how he’d 
felt all week. 


“I’m sorry. | already knew you won. | asked Julian as soon as 
| got off the field.” Nate put an arm around Liam’s waist and 
lifted him onto his lap. “I don’t want Michael. He just has a 
way of distracting me from my problems. He never asks 
hard questions. It’s always just about shootin’-the-shit and 
having a good time. Doesn’t mean anything more.” 


Liam shrugged and looked over Nate’s shoulder. “Did you 
know he asked me if you and | played?” 


He felt Nate stiffen. “When did he ask you that?” 


“At the club that night. | was pretty leery of him because | 
got the feeling he wanted you, but then he came on to me, 
too. That’s when he asked if we played.” 


“And what did you tell him?” 
“I told him no. Or should | not have spoken for you?” 


“No, you told him right. | would never share you.” Nate ran 
his hand down Liam’s chest. “Has he bothered you about it 
since?” 


“No.” As Nate continued to stroke his stomach, Liam felt 
himself go hard. “Don’t suppose you'll tell me what 
happened at the game to put you in such a bad mood?” 


Nate’s hand stopped wandering and clenched into a fist. “l 
missed a tackle that lost us the game.” 


“And when did you become a machine?” At Nate’s surprised 
look, Liam continued. “You’re human, Nate. So you missed a 
tackle. So you lost the game. Big deal. You’re one player. 
What about the rest of the game? Are you trying to convince 
me no-one else screwed up? | find that hard to believe. If 
that were the case you would’ve won despite the missed 
tackle.” 


A grin curved the edges of Nate’s mouth. “I think | should’ve 
talked to you sooner.” 


“Of course you should have.” Liam kissed Nate’s neck. “I 
love you and l'Il always be here if you need to talk.” 


“And Sam?” 


“Sam? He’s nice. | think he feels a little out of place being 
the new guy. | was just trying to make him feel welcome. 


Besides, | owe Aaron a lot. If it weren’t for him and Demitri 
we wouldn’t have met.” He licked Nate’s soft lips. “And I’m 
very glad we met.” 


“I'll have a talk with Michael.” 


“No, that’s okay. | think as long as he knows the ground 
rules | won’t worry about the lustful looks aimed your way.” 


“Lustful looks?” 
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“Oh, come on, Nate. The man practically devours you with 
his eyes whenever you two are together.” 


“Really? Damn. | guess | never noticed.” Nate smiled. 
“Guess that means you have yourself a stud.” 


“Bring your head back down to earth, stud.” Liam chuckled. 


Nate moved his hands around to squeeze Liam’s ass. “How 
about we take a little work break and have some of that 
good make-up sex I’ve heard people talk about? It’s been 
killing me to sleep next to this sexy body and not feel like | 
can enjoy it.” 


Liam pulled off his shirt in one fluid move. “Enjoy all you 
want.” 


The following day was a home game for the football team. 
Liam loved home games because it meant the soccer team 


played a couple of days earlier and he was able to watch his 
man in action. 


After giving Nate a kiss goodbye, Liam worked for a couple 
of hours. He really enjoyed his part-time job and hoped Jace 
and Tony were pleased with his work. Jace was a great guy 
and Liam was more in awe of him every time they talked, 
but of course he’d never tell Nate. Liam wasn’t interested in 
Jace sexually, though he was one hot specimen. Nope, for 
Liam it was the thrill of being taken seriously even though 
he was much younger than the executive. 


Come to think of it, Jace had been spending a lot of time at 
BK house lately. Liam wondered if it was loneliness or 
interest. Maybe someone at the house had caught Jace’s 
eye. He vowed to keep a look-out for any signs of attraction. 
Liam half hoped it was Charlie who'd captured Jace’s 
interest. Charlie was fabulous and deserved a guy just as 
great. 


A knock at the door brought him out of his matchmaker 
musings. “Come in,” he called, saving his data. 


Sam stepped in smiling. “Care to walk with me to the 
game?” 


“Sure, let me clean up a little,” Liam answered. “Do you 
know if Charlie’s going over?” 


“Yeah, | think so. He’s downstairs talking to Jace.” 


“Jace?” Liam smiled to himself. “Is he going to the game 
with us?” 


Sam shrugged. “Who knows? | can barely get a word out of 
that guy.” 


Liam thought he detected a little anger in Sam’s voice. “Are 
you attracted to Jace?” 


“Wouldn’t matter. He treats me like a kid. Evidently college 
men aren’t his style.” 


Looking up at the clock, Liam pulled on his jacket. “If we 
don’t get going we won't get a good seat.” 
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They walked downstairs to find Charlie and Jace waiting 
beside the door. “I was starting to wonder if you were going 
to the game,” Jace joked. 


“Yeah, sorry, | was inputting the latest data you dropped 
by.” Liam followed the trio out the door and across the 
parking lot. 


“You're doing a good job, Liam. Keep it up and there'll be a 
fulltime position available once you graduate. | mean if 
you're interested.” 


“Interested? Hell yeah. Kind of depends on Nate, though. 
I’m not sure where he’ll end up after this year.” The words 
hit Liam like a ton of bricks. He hadn’t really thought of Nate 
graduating. Liam knew Nate had to do his student teaching 
next semester and had even found a position in town to do 
it, but what would happen after that? 


What if Nate secured a spot in the draft and moved away? 
There was no way Liam could compete with the available 
men Nate was sure to attract. Shit. 


“You coming in?” Sam chuckled as he handed his ticket to 
the man at the front gate. 


“Yeah, sorry.” Liam stepped up to the window and showed 
his student identification card. After getting his ticket for 
general admission, he quickly worked his way through the 
gate and joined his friends at the stairs. Looking up into the 
stands, Liam was glad they hadn’t been any later. The only 
spots open would require them to either sit apart or ask 
people to squeeze in. 


“Any suggestions?” Jace asked. 
“Smile and beg?” Sam suggested. 


“You could bat your eye lashes a little. That might help.” 
Jace joked, and gestured for Sam to proceed. 


With a sigh, Sam turned on a winning smile and made his 
way up the bleachers. Charlie followed Sam, radio in his 
pocket and earphones dangling around his neck. Next was 
Jace with Liam bringing up the rear. Sam managed to find a 
row that wasn’t too crowded and sweet talked his way into 
four available spots. Liam shook his head as he took his 
seat. “Amazing,” he mumbled to himself. 


At half-time, Liam was able to buy himself a giant Coke and 
hot dog. It may have seemed silly to everyone around him, 
but he finally had money in his pocket for the first time in a 
long time. He’d cashed his first official paycheque and 

deposited a third into a savings account, a third went to his 
mom with a note that said | love you, and a third was in his 


pocket. He knew he wouldn’t always keep an entire third 
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out for himself, but after going so long without, it felt nice 
for a change. 


Towards the end of the third quarter, Liam was starting to 
get sleepy, the unusually warm fall afternoon taking its toll. 
He could barely keep his eyes open when the unthinkable 
happened. Right there on the twenty yard line, Nate 
collapsed. There hadn’t been any warning that Liam could 
tell. One minute he was blocking and the next he was on the 
ground. As if in slow motion, Liam watched Nate’s knees 
buckle before he landed face first on the chewed up field. 
“No!” Liam shouted. The sound of his own voice sounded 
distorted to his own ears. No, please God, please don’t take 
him. 


Liam jumped out of his seat and frantically tried to get to 
the aisle. He felt like his legs were mired in mud as he made 
his way down the stairs. He wasn’t even aware of the people 
he brushed or knocked out of the way. His entire focus was 
on getting to Nate. Was this it? Had the defect finally taken 
his love away from him? Damn Nate and his father for being 
hard headed. 


As he made it to the bottom of the bleachers he looked out 
across the field and saw a team of coaches and paramedics 
attending Nate. Not without me , Liam thought and bounded 
over the guard rail and onto the track that circled the field. 
A security guard tried to stop him but Liam was quicker and 
evaded capture. 


Nearing the cluster of men, Liam saw Nate. He was sitting 
up and shaking his head as the paramedics asked him 
questions and took his vital signs. Not being able to breach 
the tight protective circle, Liam glanced around. The 
defensive lineman that had gone up against Nate stood off 
to the side. Liam swallowed around the knot in his throat as 
he looked at the watery-eyed football player. He knew the 
image would forever haunt him. 


The circle began to break up as Julian and Justin helped Nate 
to a standing position. The crowd cheered, thinking 
everything would be fine, but Liam knew differently. He 
finally caught Nate’s gaze. 


Nate gestured him over and tried to smile. Liam knew what 
Nate was doing. He knew he’d try and play this spell off as 
something less serious than it actually was. Well, Liam was 
done with it. As he walked towards the gate he shook his 
head. It was time for an intervention. 


“Liam!” Nate called to him. 


Taking a deep breath, Liam stopped and turned. He saw 
Julian arguing with Nate, and Nate shaking his head. 


“No!” Nate shouted. “The game’s not over. Justin may not 
let me play, but I can still watch.” 


Liam looked at Julian. He could tell he wasn’t the only one 
that had been through a scare. Julian shook his head and 
they walked Nate to the bench. Liam reluctantly walked over 
to Nate’s side. Standing in front of Nate with his fists on his 
hips, Julian leaned forward so Nate could hear him above 
the crowd. “If | see you so much as blink too fast, I’m 
hauling your ass to the emergency room, got it?” 


“Yes, sir,” Nate agreed. 


Turning to Liam, Julian gestured to the bench. “Have a seat 
and make sure he keeps his ass on this bench.” 


Liam sat next to Nate. He was seething, but at the same 
time all he wanted to do was wrap Nate in his arms. Liam 
closed his eyes and tried to sort out his feelings. A large 
hand covering his brought his eyes Page 50 
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open. 


“I’m sorry,” Nate said. It was evident by the look on Nate’s 
face he knew what he’d put Liam through. 


Shaking his head, Liam sighed. “I love you, Nate. You know | 
do, but | can’t watch you play anymore. 


If you want to live and die on this goddamn field, that’s your 
business, but | can’t enjoy a game knowing you could 
collapse at any second and never get back up.” 


Nate looked at him with pleading eyes. “It’s who | am. If you 
truly love me, you have to accept that.” 


Liam remembered trying to convince himself that a lot of 
careers were dangerous. No matter how he spun it, though, 
this was different. He hadn’t fully realised it until he’d seen 
Nate collapse. “So no matter what | say you’re planning to 
play again.” It wasn’t a question, because Liam was afraid 
he already knew the answer. 


“I have to. Don’t you see that?” Nate applied more pressure 
to Liam’s hand. 


“No, I’m sorry but I don’t.” Liam gave Nate’s a return 
squeeze before standing. “lIl be back after the game, but | 
need to get out of here and do some thinking.” 


Nate’s face went from concerned to stony. “Do what you 
have to do. l'Il see you back at the room.” 


Liam turned and walked off the field as the crowd around 
him continued to cheer for the game already back in 
progress. His lover could have easily died and no one except 
him and the coaches seemed to care. Liam looked at his 
watch as he headed towards home. 


Chapter Eleven 


Liam felt only slightly guilty for going through Nate’s desk 
drawer. Finding what he’d been looking for, he opened the 
address book and found Shonda’s number. He’d not spoken 
to Nate’s sister before, but from the way Nate talked about 
her, Liam guessed they were close. 


Punching in her phone number, Liam waited. 
“Hello?” 

“Hi, is this Shonda Tucker?” 

“Yes.” 


“We haven't spoken, but I’m hoping you know who I am. My 
name is Liam O’Brien, and l...” 


“I know who you are,” Shondra quickly said. “Has something 
happened?” 


That was the big question. “Yes, | believe so.” Liam went on 
to explain what happened earlier. 
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“They didn’t take him to the hospital?” Shondra sounded 
shocked. 


“No, ma’am, but | have a feeling Julian—he’s the team 
trainer—will make him go as soon as the game is over. The 


reason I’m calling is because | think it would help if we 
staged some sort of intervention. | know your father...” 


“Oh, don’t even get me started on Dad. He’s pushed Nate to 
play football since he was a baby. He’s obsessed. My mom 
washed her hands with the situation years ago. My parents 
almost divorced over Dad’s overly enthusiastic attempts to 
make Bear the vessel of his own lost dreams.” 


“Do you think your mom and maybe you and a couple of 
your sisters would be willing to fly up and talk to Nate? I’ve 
tried, but | don’t have what it takes to break down years of 
brainwashing.” 


“Brainwashing?” 


“Yes, ma’am. Nate feels his worth as a man hinges on his 
ability to play football. He thinks without it, he’s not only 
failing himself but your father as well. | think the latter plays 
on his mind the most.” 


After a few seconds, Shonda spoke. “You really love him, 
don’t you?” 


“Yes. Too much to watch him die for the wrong reason. Did 
you know there’s a defibrillator he can have implanted? If 
his heart were to stop, the device could very well save his 
life. The problem is, most college and professional sports 

teams won't allow players to compete with one, liabilities 
and all that.” 


Shonda seemed to think it over for a few moments. “I'll talk 
to my mom. We'll all be taking a huge chance if we do this. 
You know that, right? Not only do we risk alienating my dad 
but Nate as well.” 


“I know what you're saying, but to be honest, it hasn’t fully 
sunk in yet. | can’t imagine not having him in my life, but | 
truly think he’s heading for death if he continues playing.” 


They said their goodbyes and Liam hung up. He looked 
around the room and sighed. Knowing Nate like he did, Liam 
was sure if the intervention had any hope of being 
successful Nate would have to go into it open-minded. Being 
at odds with the person who spearheaded it wouldn’t help 
his case. 


Taking a deep breath, Liam put a jacket on and headed back 
to the stadium. 


Bear’s head was pounding by the time he took a shower and 
dressed. All he wanted was to go back to his room and 
Sleep, preferably wrapped around the man he loved. 


“Bear,” Justin called from the doorway to his office. 
“Yes, Coach?” 


“Can you come in here?” Justin didn’t wait for a reply, 
simply turned around and headed back into his Page 52 
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office. 


God, not now.He was sick and tired of people thinking they 
knew his body better than he knew it himself. Gathering his 
bag, Bear walked into Justin’s office. Not only was Coach 

eyeing him, but the offensive coach Peter Lange and Julian. 


“Do | have to sit or can you yell at me while I’m standing?” 
As soon as the words left his mouth, Bear wanted to pull 
them back in. He’d never spoken to his coaches in such a 
manner. The stress of the day must be getting to him more 
than he thought. 


Looking at Justin, Bear bowed his head in shame. “I’m sorry, 
sir.” Walking to the empty chair, Bear sat and waited. 


“I’m thinking of pulling you from the line up,” Justin said. 


“With all due respect, sir, | don’t think you can do that. My 
physician, as well as one here in town, has cleared me to 


play. ” 


Justin crossed his arms and studied Bear. “That may be, but 
| don’t feel like watching one of my players drop dead on 
the field. | realise you have every right to get a lawyer and 
sue, but l'Il quit before | put you into a game again.” 


Bear’s hands curled into fists as they rested on his thighs. 
“Please don’t do this, Coach. | have to play.” 


“I'll make you a deal. You go talk to the doctor and see 
about getting the defibrillator implanted and l'Il go to the 
Athletic Board on your behalf. If they say you can play after 
the operation, l'Il put you in.” 


Bear’s gaze swung towards Julian. He knew where Justin had 
obtained his information, Liam had told him Julian was 

studying up on his condition. Nate shook his head. “If | have 
the operation l'Il miss the season so it isn’t much of a deal.” 


Julian leaned forward, finally giving Bear his two cents. 
“With the new units, the hospital stay is relatively short. 
Recovery time is also fairly short. You stand a good chance 


of coming back before the end of the season if Justin can get 
you cleared by the Board.” 


In a daze, Bear stood and slung his bag over his shoulder. 
He started to walk out of the room but his southern 
upbringing stopped him. Turning back to the coaches, he 
shook their hands. “l'Il need time to think. Thank you for 
working with me these past four years.” 


He was almost back to BK when the damn broke. Finding an 
out-of-the-way bench, Bear sat and buried his head in his 
hands. No football? Benched? How in the world was he 
supposed to tell his dad? 


He knew his dad would want to sue the college, but Bear 
had far too much respect for Justin for legal action. The 
team needed Justin, Julian and Peter more than they needed 
him. 


Life without football. He rolled it around in his mind as he 
wiped at the few escaping tears. Now what was he 
Supposed to do with his life? 
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By the time Liam made it back to the stadium, the game 
was well and truly over. Looking up at the scoreboard, Liam 
sighed, “Shit.” He knew Nate would take the loss personally. 


Heading inside the adjacent athletic building, Liam went 
directly to Justin’s office. He hoped to get Justin and Julian 
on his side as far as staging the intervention. Tapping on the 
frosted glass, he heard the conversation cease. A second 
later the door opened. 


“If you’ve come to defend Bear you’re wasting your time,” 
the head coach stated. 


“Huh? Why would | need to defend him?” Liam looked 
around the office at Julian and the new offensive coach. 


“| benched him.” 


Liam looked wide-eyed at Justin. “Holy crap. How did he take 
it?” 


Justin shrugged and walked back towards his desk, 
motioning for Liam to enter. “I’m not sure. That’s what we 
were just discussing. | think it came as a shock, but in the 
end, he shook our hands and thanked us for coaching him.” 


Rubbing his jaw, Liam blew out a tired breath. “I just spoke 
to his sister on the phone. | asked if she could talk her mom 
and sisters into coming up here. | wanted to gather the 
people who care about him to stage a type of intervention. | 
guess it’s pointless now. The decision of whether to play has 
been taken out of his hands. l'Il have to give them a call 
back,” Liam said, thinking out loud. 


“I told him if he had the defibrillator implanted, I’d go to the 
Board on his behalf.” 


Liam shook his head. “It won’t matter to Nate. Even if the 
Board allows him to finish the season, pro teams won’t 
touch him.” Liam stood and stuffed his hands in the pockets 
of his jacket. “You don’t think he’ll try and play 
professionally without finishing up the season, do you?” 


“Shit, | hadn’t even thought of that,” Justin said, running his 
fingers through his thick hair. “If he could pass their 
physical, Bear could very well get drafted by a pro team. 


There’s nothing in the rule books that says he has to even 
finish college.” 


“Okay, | guess l'Il call Nate’s sister and tell her what we may 
be up against. I'll let them decide what our next course of 
action should be.” Liam suddenly felt guilty. Here he was 
trying to derail the dreams of the man he loved. “Am | being 
disloyal?” he questioned. 


Julian stood and placed his hand on Liam’s shoulder. “That’s 
a hard one, Liam. Some might see it as disloyalty, while 
others see it as caring. You love Bear. It’s obvious to 
everyone around you. The big question is how much, and 
what are you willing to do to keep the man you love safe?” 


Liam grinned and looked up at Julian. “Gee, Julian, do you 
have to put the guilt pressure on me every time we talk?” 


Julian chuckled and released his hold on Liam. “Whatever 
works.” 


“If | need you guys, will you help me?” 
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“Sure,” Justin answered quickly. “We all care about Bear the 
man, more than we care about Bear the All-American. It’s 
the reason | made the decision in the first place.” 


Taking a deep breath, Liam nodded and walked to the door. 
“Wish me luck.” 


“You know it,” Julian said with a wave as Liam left. 


Two hours later, Liam was frantic. He returned to their room 
only to find it empty. He’d taken the opportunity to place a 
quick call to Shonda before searching the house for Nate. 


When his search came up empty, Liam started calling 
around. No one had seen Nate but all agreed to call if they 
did. “Hey, Sam? I’m going to check the campus once more. 
You interested?” 


“Sure,” Sam said, setting aside his magazine. “If we split up 
we can cover more ground.” 


“Count me in as well,” another of the guys said. 


Before long, Liam was out roaming the area around the 
pond. He’d managed to get three guys from the house to 
help in the search. Turning up nothing, Liam walked back to 
the centre of the quad to meet up with the others. 


“Liam,” Sam yelled as he ran towards him. 
“Did you find him?” 


“Nope, but Charlie just called my cell. He got a call from the 
folks at Lucky’s . Bear’s passed out drunk in a corner 
booth.” 


“Drunk? Nate doesn’t drink.” 


“Well, he obviously does now. Come on, Jace was at the 
house when Charlie called. He’s bringing the car around to 
pick us up.” 


Liam noticed a little spring in Sam’s step as he headed 
towards the street. He wondered if Charlie would be with 
Jace or if Sam would be able to spend some time alone with 
the man. 


He shook his head. What the hell am I thinking? The man | 
love is passed out in a bar that’s nothing but a meat-market 
and I’m trying to match up Sam and Jace. He wanted to be 
angry with Nate for going off the deep-end in such a way 
but how could he? 


It was at that moment, Liam decided to cancel the 
intervention. Evidently Nate was under enough stress. 


Maybe if Nate was shown just how much Liam loved him it 
would make a difference. He should be supportive, not 
pushy. With a new resolve, Liam turned to Sam as they 
spotted Jace’s car. “Can | borrow your phone? | need to call 
Nate’s sister.” 
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“Sure,” Sam said, handing it over. “I have unlimited minutes 
so don’t worry about it.” 


“Thanks.” Liam automatically got into the backseat of the 
luxury sedan as he dialled. Being as it was his third call in 
less than three hours, he already knew the number by 
heart. 


As he waited for Shonda to answer, he grinned at the 
silence in the front seat. Sam may be getting his time alone 
with Jace, but neither of them was taking advantage of the 
situation. He wished he could figure out who Jace was 
attracted to, Charlie or Sam. It seemed to be a toss-up. 


When they stepped through the door at Lucky’s , Liam 
spotted Nate right away. “Stay here,” he said to his 


companions. “If | need help getting him out to the car l'Il let 
you know.” 


Making his way over to Nate, Liam felt his heart drop. His 
lover’s head was on the table surrounded by those muscled 
arms. How alone must Nate have felt to come here by 
himself? 


Talking to Shonda, Liam had learned Nate’s dad had been 
informed of the decision to bench his son. 


Evidently, Mr. Tucker wasn’t taking it well, not that anyone 
had expected him to. 


As Liam neared the table, Nate began to stir. His head rose 
and he looked directly into Liam’s eyes. 


Maybe Nate wasn’t as drunk as they thought. He slid into 
the booth next to his love and kissed his cheek. “My 
shoulders aren’t as broad as yours, but they’re available.” 


Chapter Twelve 


“Justin benched me,” Nate mumbled. 


Although his breath did smell of beer, Liam could tell Nate 
definitely wasn’t drunk, just heartbroken. “I know.” 


“My Dad’s gonna kill me.” 


Liam wrapped his arms tightly around Nate and kissed his 
neck. “I don’t think he'll be happy, but he won’t be mad at 
you.” 


Nate shook his head. “You don’t know him well enough. He'll 
blame me.” 


Closing his eyes, Liam sighed inwardly. “Can I ask you a 
question? Besides your dad, why do you play? 


| mean, is it the sport you love, the crowd, the adrenaline, 
what?” 
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Several seconds passed before Nate spoke. “I’m not sure 
what you mean? Football’s what | know. It’s always been 
there. | can’t think of a single memory that involved my dad 
that didn’t include football.” 


“Baby, you still haven’t answered the question. | don’t care 
about your dad. | want to know what Nate loves about 


playing.” 


“I like being part of a team.” Nate’s face lit up. “I really love 
helping my team-mates improve their game.” 


“And you think you'll lose those things if you don’t play,” 
Liam said, starting to understand. 


“Yeah.” 


Liam ran his fingers over Nate’s cheek. “I think we’re a 
team, but if that’s not enough for you there are plenty of 
things you could do and still be part of the team. Do you 
consider Justin part of the team?” 


“We are a team,” Nate said and gave Liam a deep kiss. 
“And Justin?” Liam asked again once they came up for air. 
“I guess. | mean he heads the team.” 


“Does he teach players how to improve?” 


” 


“Hell yeah. He’s taught me a lot in the last couple of years. 
It must’ve finally dawned on him what Liam was trying to 
say. “You’re saying | should forget about playing and 
coach?” 


“I’m just trying to get you to see there’s life beyond playing 
a game that could very well kill you. | love you, and the last 
thing | want is to see you die because you feel obligated to 
your dad. You’re so good with people. You may look like a 
grizzly, but | know you’re a teddy.” 


Nate seemed to think it over for a few seconds and then 
shook his head. “Dad will never go for it.” 


“He gave up his career because the doctors told him the 
same thing. He’s alive and well. Dad thinks the doctors 


don’t know what they’re talking about.” 


“When | hear a statement like that, my first thought is, gee, 
I’m glad your dad gave up football. 


Because...he’s been able to enjoy a long life with the people 
who love him.” Liam could see his words were having an 
impact. “Do you think less of your dad because he never 
went pro?” 


“No, he’s my dad.” 


“Exactly. | think the question you should ask yourself is why 
would your dad think less of you for the same reason.” 


Nate said nothing. Liam swallowed and pushed a little 
harder. “Your life should mean more to him than your ability 
to fulfil the dreams he had for himself. Besides, | rather 
fancy a hot history teacher who also coaches high school 
ball,” Liam teased in his best upper-crust accent. 


“Teachers don’t make much money,” Nate commented. 
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“How much do we need? Sorry to break this to you, but | 
don’t ever want children. Unless you do, we simply need a 
house big enough for the two of us. With two incomes, we'll 
be just fine, and you know what really excites me?” 


Nate grinned and ran a hand across the front of Liam’s 
jeans. “Yeah, | think | do.” 


Rolling his eyes, Liam chuckled. “Okay, besides that. It 
excites me to know you'll be with me longer.” 


He gripped Nate’s hand. “I need you to get the operation. | 
want to look into those beautiful eyes of yours for the rest of 
my life.” 


“I'll think about it, | promise.” 


Saying all he could, Liam nodded and looked around the bar. 
“Let’s get out of here before Sam and Jace come to blows.” 


Nate looked towards the two men and started a full blown 
belly laugh. “Damn, when they finally decide to recognise 
the tension between them is passion, watch out." 


Sam stood beside the small table at the front of the bar 
waving his arms wildly. Liam couldn’t hear what Sam was 
saying with the music so loud, but it was obvious he was 
pissed at Jace for something. Jace said nothing, just sat with 
his arms crossed over his chest. 


Sliding out of the booth, Liam pulled Nate after him. He 
started to lead him towards the arguing couple but stopped 
and turned towards his man. “By the way, that other thing 
that excites me? Why don’t you refresh my memory when 
we get home?” 


A deep growl erupted from Nate’s mouth as he picked Liam 
up and kissed him. Liam threaded his fingers through the 
ropes of Nate’s hair and tasted the beer and whiskey on his 
lover’s tongue. Pulling back, Nate lowered him. “Did you 
honestly mix beer and whiskey? You know that combination 
is lethal, especially to someone who doesn’t drink.” 


Nate shrugged. “I felt buzzed earlier, but not so much 
anymore. | think my size helps.” 


Liam pressed himself against Nate’s growing erection. “Your 
size always helps.” 


“Are you guys ready?” Sam asked from behind Liam. 


After flashing Nate a grin and a wink, Liam turned. “All set. 
You having a problem with Jace?” 


“| don’t know what I ever saw in that asshole. How can you 
work with him?” 


Shaking his head, Liam knew better than to answer. Yep, 
there was a thin line between love and hate. 


Monday morning, the ringing phone woke Liam. He groaned 
and reached to the side table. “H-Hello?” 
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“Put my son on the phone,” Ben Tucker barked. 


“He’s asleep, sir. Can | have him call you when he wakes 
up?” 


“No, you can wake him now and hand him the phone. I’ve 
left messages all weekend. I’m not getting off until | speak 
to him.” 


“With all due respect, Mr. Tucker, Nate’s had a hard 
weekend. It’s my fault he didn’t call. | didn’t give him your 
messages and | turned off the ringer.” 


“What gives you the right to interfere in this matter? | 
realise my boy likes you, but you can’t keep him from 
talking to his family.” 


“No, sir. | wasn’t trying to do that. | just didn’t want him to 
feel any more pressure than he already does. 


He has some tough decisions to make and | felt he needed 
time to make them.” 


Nate stirred and turned to face Liam. “Who’s on the phone?” 
“Your dad,” Liam mouthed the words. 


After several deep breaths, Nate nodded and gestured for 
the phone. “Hi, Dad.” 


As Nate talked, Liam ran his hands over all the bare skin at 
his disposal. The hard cock poking him in the thigh gave 
Liam a few ideas. He may have to talk to his dad, but that 
didn’t mean it had to be a totally unpleasant experience. 


Scooting down under the covers, Liam traced the muscles 
on Nate’s lower abdomen before moving further south. Nate 
rolled to his back to accommodate Liam’s exploration and 
put a hand on top of his head, guiding him in the direction 
he needed. 


Liam chuckled and ran the back of his fingers over Nate’s 
furry sac. Nate’s guidance became more forceful as he 
spread his legs. Happy to give his man what he obviously 
needed, Liam replaced his hand with his mouth. Nuzzling 
against Nate’s balls, Liam inhaled. They’d spent the 
previous thirty-six hours in bed, only getting up for 
necessities. Nate had taken him in every conceivable 
position and the evidence still clung to him in a heady mix 
of sweat and semen. The smell turned Liam on more than 
he cared to admit. 


He felt as well as heard Nate grunt several times. Liam 
wasn’t sure if it was from pleasure, or in reply to his father’s 


obvious rants. Releasing the wrinkled skin of Nate’s sac, 
Liam licked his way to the flared crown of the thickest cock 
he’d ever seen. 


“Dad, please, just hear me out.” Liam heard from under the 
covers. With his lips wrapped around the head of Nate’s 
cock, Liam stilled. Maybe this wasn’t the best thing to do 
when Nate was trying to coherently make a life-altering 
point to his dad? 


The covers were ripped off him within seconds. Liam looked 
up the length of Nate’s body and met his gaze. Nate shook 
his head no and thrust deeper into Liam’s mouth. 
Maintaining eye contact, Liam sucked and slurped his way 
up and down Nate’s erection. 


“I’m sorry you’re disappointed, Dad. l'Il call you later.” Nate 
sighed and hung up the phone. 
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Still gazing into Nate’s eyes, Liam lifted his hand towards 
Nate’s mouth. Taking the hint, Nate took it and sucked on 
Liam’s fingers. When he felt they were good and wet, he 
removed them and reached down. Circling the tight pucker 
of Nate’s ass, Liam gently prodded until the tip of his finger 
pushed in. 


“Gonna shoot,” Nate moaned as he hooked his forearms 
under his knees and spread himself wider. 


Liam pulled off Nate’s cock for a moment to add more spit 
to his questing fingers. With more saliva running down the 


crack of Nate’s ass to his hole, Liam was able to work in 
another finger. He’d barely had time to wrap his lips around 
the head of Nate’s cock, when an explosion of seed shot 
down his throat. 


After sucking Nate dry, Liam pulled off and grinned. “Hand 
me a rubber and some lube.” 


Still breathing hard from his climax, Nate fumbled beside 
the bed until he came back with his prize. 


“Fuck me,” he growled, handing Liam the needed supplies. 


“Gladly.” It wasn’t often Liam took the lead, but he knew 
Nate needed to let go and allow someone else to take over. 
Liam’s cock was so ready he almost lost it when he rolled 
the condom on. He squirted lube onto his fingers and began 
rimming Nate’s already stretched hole again. 


“This won’t take long,” Liam grunted as he slowly pushed 
his cock inside the heat of Nate’s body. Once fully seated, 
Liam took several deep breaths and began to move. He’d 
been right, only managing four thrusts before exploding into 
the condom. Falling onto Nate’s stomach, Liam felt a small 
amount of shame. “I suck.” 


“Yes you do and very well | might add,” Nate laughed. 


Liam barely had the strength to playfully punch Nate in the 
side. He rubbed across the beautiful brown skin with the 
raspy texture of his morning whiskers. “I don’t wanna get 


up.” 


“Me either. Let’s skip until after lunch. We can rethink the 
rest of the day after we get some food in our bellies.” Nate 
easily lifted Liam higher in the bed and removed the soiled 
condom for him. 


After giving Nate a deep-throated kiss, Liam plucked at his 
love’s nipples. “So you wanna talk about the phone call?” 


“Nope, I’m still gathering pros and cons.” 


“Fair enough.” Liam traced Nate’s flaccid cock with his hand. 
“Let me know if | can sway you in any fashion.” 


Laughing, Nate slapped Liam’s bare ass. “Behave.” 


After an eventful morning spent in bed, Liam led Nate 
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stove, stirring a pot of soup. “Hey,” Liam said as he went to 
the fridge. 


“Hey, | thought the two of you would never come up for air,” 
Charlie joked. “I have some good news. | finally managed to 
find a cook and general housekeeper that was willing to put 
up with you slackers.” 


“Really? When does she start?” 


Charlie shook his head. “Not a she, a he, a retired Marine to 
be exact. His name’s Jack Hershey and he should be here in 
a week or so.” Charlie grinned. “I have a feeling he'll keep 
you guys in line.” 


Liam was shocked. “A retired Marine? Damn, talk about 
coming out.” 


“Who said he was gay? Are you stereotyping, Liam?” 


That brought him up short. “Why else would a man take a 
job in a gay dorm?” 


“Oh, | don’t know, maybe because he needed a job?” 


“So he’s straight?” Nate asked, stealing a piece of ham from 
Liam. 


“Didn't say that either.” Charlie turned off the stove and 
poured his soup into a bowl. Sitting at the large island 
beside Nate, he started eating. 


“Well?” Liam asked, unable to take the suspense. 


“I don’t know what his sexual preferences are. He applied. | 
checked his references, talked to him on the phone and 
hired him.” 


Liam rubbed his freshly shaven jaw. “A mystery man? | like 
it.” 


A growl from Nate had Liam laughing. “Oh stop it and eat 
your sandwich. | have enough on my plate at the moment.” 


Chapter Thirteen 


“Dad?” Bear set down his backpack. “What’re you doing 
here?” 


Ben Tucker rose from the couch and walked towards his son. 
“What? | fly across the country and that’s all you have to 
say?” 


“Sorry,” Bear answered, giving his dad a hug. 


When Bear went to pull out of the hug, his dad drew him in 
again. “I’ve missed you, son.” 


Bear closed his eyes at the uncommon display of affection. 
What was going on? “Dad?” 
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His father finally released him and stepped back. “Why 
don’t you put your things away and let me take you to 
dinner?” 


“Okay, Liam should be back from practice any time, can he 
come?” 


“Not this time. | need to talk to you alone. What | have to 
say doesn’t concern him.” 


“You're wrong, Dad. Everything about me concerns Liam.” 


“Who said this was all about you? | want to talk to my son. 
Can't | do that without his lover hearing all my personal 
thoughts and feelings?” 


Bear could tell he’d pushed his dad far enough. “lIl go 
change my shirt and write Liam a note.” Bear turned and 
went up to his room. After dropping his pack on the floor, he 
opened his closet and chose a black sports shirt. 


Taking the shirt to the bed, he sat down and tried to think. 
He’d called the doctor’s office that afternoon to schedule 
another appointment. He was really leaning towards having 
the operation, but he had a few questions he needed 
answered first. Now this. God, he really didn’t need a long 
drawn-out talk with his dad. 


Getting his shirt changed, Bear scratched a quick note to 
Liam and left it on the bed. How sappy and girly was he that 
he kissed the piece of paper before releasing it? 


Pulling his hair back, Bear fastened it with an elastic band at 
the nape of his neck. He knew his dad didn’t approve of his 
new hairstyle, better to tie it back than risk a dressing down. 


As soon as he started down the stairs, he heard Liam’s 
voice. As he neared the bottom, both heads turned towards 
him. “Hey,” Bear said casually. He walked over and gave 
Liam a quick kiss. 


“| left you a note. Dad wants to take me out to dinner. Are 
you going to be okay for dinner on your own?” He tried to 
convey his frustrations with the situation without speaking. 


Liam grinned and kissed him again. “I'll be fine.” Liam 
looked around Bear. “He has a test to study for so don’t 
keep him out late.” 


Bear heard his dad scoff behind his back. He mouthed the 
words, “Thank you,” and squeezed Liam’s hand. 


“Don’t forget something,” Liam whispered. “You’re a man.” 


Looking around the Grog and Galley, Bear was impressed. “l 
can’t believe I’ve gone to school here for four years and I’ve 
never been to this place.” 
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“Charlie told me it was a good place to go for privacy,” his 
dad remarked, studying the menu. 


Bear studied the high-backed booth they were seated in. 
Definitely private, but why did they need it? 


“Dad? Can you please talk to me? I’m going nuts trying to 
figure out why you’re here.” 


Ben held up a finger and motioned the waiter over. After 
giving their orders, Ben leaned heavily on the table and 
sighed. “I came to give that coach of yours a piece of my 
mind.” 


“But, Dad...” Bear tried to interrupt. 


“Let me finish. | came to give him a good dressing down 
until he made me sit and watch highlights from the last 
couple of games you’ve played.” His dad sat back in the 
booth as a waiter brought their drinks. 


“Why didn’t you tell me you've had problems for a while? It 
was plain as the nose on your face you were struggling to 


get through those games.” 


Bear stabbed his fork into the complimentary bread on the 
table and shrugged. 


“That’s not much of an answer.” His dad took the fork out of 
Bear’s hand and placed it back on the table. 


“If I'd said anything to Coach or Julian, they would’ve 
benched me earlier.” 


Ben shook his head. “I have to tell you, son, | was shocked 
when I saw the tape of your last game. 


There seemed to be no warning. One minute you were fine 
and the next you were face first on the field. 


But you know who | really felt sorry for?” 


Bear shook his head. “That fella from the other team. When 
you get the chance, | want you to sit down and watch that 
tape. That defensive lineman hit you just as you fell. His 
face said it all.” Bear’s dad reached across the table and 
took his son’s hand. “He thought he’d done it.” 


He remembered Liam saying something similar. Liam had 
told Bear the guy’s eyes would haunt him for years. “I was 
Okay. | got up and walked off the field.” 


“Yeah, you did. Justin helped me see something though. 
What if you hadn't? What if your heart had stopped at that 
precise moment? How do you think that boy would’ve felt? | 
bet he never would’ve played football again.” 


“What are you saying? That you’re happy Justin benched 
me?” The waiter brought their food and Bear looked down at 
the thick steak. Maybe they had doggy bags? 


“No, son. I’m not happy Justin benched you, but | 
understand why he did.” His dad made no attempt to eat. 
Seemed they might need two doggy bags. “When | was in 
school and the doctor advised me to quit football, | did. 
From that moment on, I’ve thought of nothing but myself 
and how that decision impacted my life. When you were 
born | was so damn glad to have another male in the house, 
| wanted to share my passion with you.” 


Stopping long enough to take a sip of water, his dad 
continued. “It made me happy when you showed signs of 
inheriting your old man’s gifts. | Know | pushed, and | know 
now | made you feel like you had to play for me. I’m sorry. 
When the doctor advised you to quit, | saw my life repeating 
itself, and | didn’t want that for you. Once again, | was 
selfish.” 
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“No, Dad. | wanted to play, too. | knew you gave up your 
dream and | wanted to live it for you.” 


“But we didn’t think about everyone else. How our decisions 
would affect our coaches, team-mates and even 
Opponents.” 


Bear saw his opening and decided to take it. “I made a 
doctor’s appointment. | want to find out more information 
on the defibrillator. | know you need to check with the 
insurance company and see if they’Il even cover it, but if 
they will, | think I’m going to get one.” 


“So, no more football,” his dad said, sounding resigned to 
the fact. 


“Well, I'm hoping maybe I can get a job coaching. If not fora 
living, maybe I can coach kids or something.” 


“And you think that would make you happy?” 


“I think so,” Bear said, taking a bite of his baked potato. “IIl 
finish my teaching degree and see if | can get a job around 
here until Liam graduates. Although it sounds like Bianchi 
Bytes is hot after Liam for a full-time position with their 
company when he graduates.” Bear gave his dad a playful 
wink. “Liam will be the one making the big bucks. I'll be a 
kept man.” 


His dad gave a grunt and picked up his fork. Evidently their 
problems had been worked out because as Bear shovelled 
food into his mouth, he watched his dad do the same. 


“So you're dad is staying in town?” Liam asked snuggled 
against Nate’s bare chest. 


“Yeah, he said he’d wait and go to my appointment with me 
before heading home.” 


Liam rolled over on top of Nate and straddled his stomach. 
“I’m so proud of you.” 


Nate wrapped his hand around Liam’s half-hard cock. “Don’t 
be too proud. | haven’t agreed to do it yet, and | don’t even 
know if Dad’s insurance will pay for the operation.” 


Thrusting into Nate’s hand, Liam moaned. “My dick’s so sore 
it’s bordering on pain but don’t stop.” 


“Oh, my poor baby, has big ole Bear worn you out?” Nate 
released his grip on Liam’s cock and pulled him down 
against his chest. 


Liam yawned and nodded his head. “Wouldn’t want you to 
get tired of me the first year. | have to leave something for 
the next sixty.” 


“Seventy,” Nate disagreed. 


Liam’s mood sobered. Kissing the skin over Nate’s heart, he 
sighed. “I sure hope so. l'Il need at least Page 64 


Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, 
http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html 


that long to show you how much | love you.” 


Chapter Fourteen 


Pacing back and forth in the lobby, Liam checked the clock 
on the wall once more. He still had five minutes before 
visiting hours. He wondered if the nurses would try and stop 
him if he went up a few minutes early. Screw it. 


Liam took the elevator to the fifth floor. Looking down at his 
wrinkled T-shirt, he sighed. That’s what happens when you 
spend the night in a chair. He’d brushed his teeth, but had 
yet to change his clothes. 


Nate’s doctor had chosen to perform the surgery inCoeur 
d'Alene , about an hour and a half away from the college. 
Liam knew he could’ve borrowed a car and driven back and 
forth, but he felt better just packing a duffle and sticking 
around the hospital. 


Stepping into Nate’s hospital room, he was greeted by his 
favourite smile. “Well, don’t you look chipper?” Liam walked 
over to the bed and gave his man a kiss. 


“I feel pretty good,” Nate said. “I think they’re letting me 
out soon.” 


Liam yawned and stretched his sore back. “Let’s hope. | love 
you, but my back is killing me.” 


Nate scoffed. “That’s your own fault. Mom and Dad offered 
to get you a room in their hotel.” 


“I know, but | wanted to stick around the hospital, and it’s 
only for a day or two.” Liam positioned a chair beside Nate’s 
bed. 


“Forget the chair, and sit beside me on the bed where | can 
reach you.” Nate patted the bed beside him. 


“It’s okay? Your surgery was less than twenty-four hours 
ago.” Liam asked as he put the guard rail down. He helped 
Nate scoot over and took a seat. 


“| feel fine.” Nate ran his fingertips over the small piece of 
gauze taped just under his collar-bone. The incision is a little 
sore but that should heal in no time.” 


Nate surprised him by taking his hand and placing it under 
the sheet onto his chest. “Feel anything different?” 


Liam ran his palm over the smooth skin. “They shaved 
you?” 


“Yep,” Nate said with a wink. “My left side is hair-free.” 


“All of it?” Liam’s hand wandered down the smooth body to 
brush across Nate’s groin. “Damn that’s sexy.” He continued 
to pet the soft skin until he noticed the right side of Nate’s 
groin was still furry. “I think you should do the whole thing.” 
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a“ Ki n ky. ” 


Liam shrugged and grinned. “Maybe. | never really thought 
about it before, but it’s nice. How does it feel from your 
side?” 


Nate reached down and moved Liam’s hand to his brick- 
hard cock. “Sensitive, can’t you tell?” 


With a groan, Liam shook his head and released his hold. 
“You're trying to get me in trouble.” He licked his lips. “But 
man would I love to run my tongue across that skin.” 


The nurse walked through the door to check Nate’s vitals. 
Liam jumped off the bed and Nate started laughing. “Later, 
love.” 


Liam blushed from his nose to his toes and took a seat in 
the corner. He watched the nurse fuss over Nate, biding his 
time until he could resume his spot on the bed. As she 
replaced Nate’s IV bag, Liam made idle conversation. “| 
talked to Julian. He said to tell you he was thinking about 
you. He also had some really good news, Rudy quit.” 


“You're kidding me?” 


“Nope, | guess Charlie threatened to give Rudy tolerance 
training every week until he learned to love his fellow man. 
Evidently that was all it took,” Liam laughed. 


“I then called Charlie to congratulate him, and to let him 
know everything went fine. Charlie said he was glad | called. 
| guess Michael had been hanging out at the house until he 
got word of your condition. | think Charlie was happy to be 
able to give him the news so he could go back to his own 
dorm.” 


“Michael’s a good guy,” Nate commented, sitting up so the 
nurse could check his lungs. 


“Yeah, | have to admit, he’s grown on me. Kind of like a 
friendly fungus,” Liam added at the last second. 


“Charlie also said Jack wants a list of any dietary changes 
from your doctor.” The nurse left and Liam took his spot 
next to Nate. 


“| don’t think there are any. l'Il ask, though.” Nate tugged on 
Liam’s wrinkled T-shirt until he could reach his lips. “Kisses, 
they’re my only dietary necessity.” 


Liam opened to Nate’s questing tongue immediately. A 
throat clearing from the doorway finally broke their kiss. 
“Hi,” Nate greeted his parents. 


Maureen Tucker clicked her tongue and shook her head. 
“You boys better behave.” 


Relinquishing his hold on Nate, Liam got up and went back 
to his chair in the corner. “Sorry, Mrs Tucker.” 


Maureen waved away his apology and kissed Nate on the 
forehead. “How’s my baby?” 


“Good.” Nate smiled at his mom. Liam chuckled. Oh he 
could see Nate working that smile with Maureen for all it 
was worth. He bet Nate got away with everything growing 
up just by using those Page 66 
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pearly whites. 


“Doctor Hutchins said barring any unforeseen problems, you 
should be released first thing in the morning.” 


“Cool,” Liam said. He couldn’t wait to get Nate back to their 
room so he could take care of him. Nate gave him a heated 
look. Liam grinned back knowing they were thinking the 
same thing. 


The second-half of the fall semester Bear got to observe in 
the high school classroom where he’d be student-teaching. 
As he walked into BK after a long day, he was greeted by 
yet another argument coming from the kitchen. 


Rolling his eyes, he retreated up the stairs to his room. “God 
you look good,” he said as he opened the door to see Liam 
stretched out on the bed. 


“I'd look even better if you came over and undressed me,” 
Liam commented as he unzipped his fly. 


Never one to allow an opportunity to get inside Liam’s jeans 
pass him by, Bear unbuttoned his shirt as he made his way 
towards the bed. Towering over Liam, he slowly stripped, 
enjoying the way his lover watched. When only his 
underwear remained in place, Bear ran his hand over his 
erection. “Show me how much you want me.” 


Liam’s brow rose as he grinned wickedly. “You sure your 
heart can take it?” 


“My heart’s fine, it’s my cock that I’m not so sure about, but 
try me.” Bear slipped his hand under the waistband of his 
briefs as he slowly stroked his cock. 


Quickly pulling off his clothes, Liam spread his thighs. “Like 
what you see so far?” 


“Keep going.” Bear tried to keep his voice cool, but he was 
dying inside as Liam turned over to his hands and knees. 
“What the fuck?” 


Liam looked over his shoulder at Bear. “I thought I’d surprise 
you.” He grinned as he wiggled his ass. 


Reaching down, Bear moved the black butt-plug from side to 
side. “How long have you been laying there with this in?” 


Moaning, it took Liam several moments to speak. “For about 
thirty minutes.” 


Bear pulled the plug out several inches before slamming it 
back inside. Liam’s back bowed as he began panting. 
“Please, need you.” 


“Oh yes, you do,” Bear answered. Since his stay in the 
hospital, and their subsequent blood tests, they’d foregone 
the use of condoms, but lube was still a necessity. Without 
taking his eyes off Liam’s ass, Bear reached over and 
withdrew the lube from the top of the bedside table. 
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After pushing down his briefs, he applied a small amount to 
his cock. “I’m going to take this out so | can see that pretty 
hole.” The plug was removed slowly and tossed on the floor. 
Before entering Liam, Bear bent over and licked the hungry- 
looking hole, slipping his tongue inside. They both moaned 
at the penetration. 


“I can’t hold it,” Liam panted as Bear continued to tongue- 
fuck him. 


Without stopping, he reached around and gripped Liam’s 
cock giving him the silent go-ahead. Two strokes later, 
warmth covered his hand as Liam exploded. 


“Nate,” Liam screamed. 


Chuckling, he pulled back. “Well, I’m sure the whole house 
knows what appetisers we’re having before dinner.” 


Liam fell to his stomach and rolled over. “Don’t care,” he 
said, wrapping his legs around Bear’s torso. 


“More,” Liam begged. 


Bear was more than ready, so he wasted no time thrusting 
in to the hilt. Once his cock was enveloped, he let out a loud 
growl. 


“Talk about me.” 


“Shhh, let me concentrate,” Bear said, trying to wipe the 
grin off his face. Liam’s body felt like heaven wrapped 
around him, but he couldn’t move like he wanted. “Sorry, 
love.” He repositioned Liam’s legs over his shoulders. 
“Better,” he groaned as he plunged in and out of Liam’s ass. 
“Damn.” 


With his hair swinging back and forth in rhythm with his 
thrusts, Bear watched as sweat dripped off the tip of his 
nose to land on Liam’s chest. He felt his sac draw up tight 
as Liam continued to moan under him. 


“Soon,” he gasped. 
“Fill me,” Liam panted. 


Burying himself as deep as possible, Bear did just what his 
man had asked. The orgasm continued for several long 
seconds as his seed filled Liam. With an all-over body shake, 
Bear released Liam’s legs and fell to his side. 


“Breathe, baby,” Liam crooned, stroking Bear’s sweaty 
chest. 


“I’m okay,” he mumbled. His man tried to take such good 
care of him since the operation. 


It had already been two months and he felt no after-effects 
of the surgery. The whole ordeal had opened his eyes to life 
and the importance of doing what he could to live a long 
and happy life with Liam. Shortly after being released from 
the hospital, Bear had gone to talk to Justin. He appreciated 
his coach’s willingness to go to bat for him with the Athletic 
Board, but Bear had decided he was done. 


Justin had shaken his hand and told him to drop by anytime 
he needed a stinky locker room fix. 
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The buzzer in the hall sounded, alerting the dorm that 
dinner was ready. In that respect, dinner was different than 
at the regular dorms on campus. There, you had a set 
dinner schedule and showed up when you could. At BK, Jack 
ran the house on a tight schedule. If you weren’t at the 
table within ten minutes of the buzzer, you had to fix your 
own. 


With his stomach rumbling, Bear turned his head to look at 
Liam. “Help me up?” 


Liam bounced off the bed and tugged on Bear’s hand. 
“Come on,” he grunted as he helped Bear out of bed. “I’m 
starving and it’s fried chicken night.” 


The thought of Jack’s crispy-skinned chicken gave Bear 
enough energy to lean over and pick up his clothes. “Jack 
and Charlie were arguing again when I came home earlier.” 


Liam zipped up and shook his head. “Those two are like oil 
and water. It just doesn’t make sense to me. They’re alike in 
so many ways, but you get them in a room together and 
POW one or both of them seem to explode. It’ll be a wonder 
if Jack lasts out the semester.” 


“He’d better. That man cooks even better than my own 
mom.” Bear winced when he realised what he’d said. “Shhh, 
don’t tell momma | said that.” 


Liam mimicked locking his mouth and throwing the key over 
his shoulder. “Ready?” 


“Yep.” Bear opened the door and motioned for Liam to go 
first. As they walked down the stairs, they met Sam walking 
up with a plate loaded with chicken. “Eating in your room?” 
he asked. 


“Better than trying to eat in the middle of a battlefield,” 
Sam answered. 


Liam rolled his eyes. “Great. What’s it over this time?” 


“Charlie was trying to tell Jack the green beans needed a 
little bacon grease in them. It seems Jack took exception to 
that and told Charlie he was banned from the kitchen while 
he was preparing a meal. To which Charlie took exception. 
Now the two of them are sitting at opposite ends of the 
table pouting. | just got yelled at for asking if we had 
anything for dessert.” 


Sam put his hand on Liam’s shoulder. “It’s not pretty, my 
friends.” 


“Thanks, man.” Liam turned back to Bear. “You don’t 
happen to have any football helmets handy that we could 
wear to protect ourselves, do you?” 


“Tough it out, soldier,” Bear barked in his best imitation of 
Jack. 


“Oh, geez,” Liam chuckled and made a show of saluting and 
marching down the rest of the stairs. 


Bear pulled him up short before they entered the dining 
room. “Remember, don’t take sides. You never know when 
that will come back to bite you on the ass.” 


Liam gave him a deep tongue thrusting kiss. “Give me 
about thirty minutes and then we'll talk about something 
biting me in the ass.” 


Laughing, Bear pushed open the door and made a display of 
growling and licking his lips. “No need for conversation.” 
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Walking in, they were greeted by two stony faces. “Good 
evening,” Bear said, trying to lighten the mood. 


“Hi, Bear,” Charlie replied. “I assume Liam’s with you?” 


“Right here, boss,” Liam piped up as he handed a plate to 
Bear. They began to load their plates. 


“Jace stopped by earlier to drop off another packet of data. 
He wants you to give him a call when you get it.” 


Bear and Liam looked at each other and grinned. Liam set 
his plate on the table and squirmed a little in his chair. 
Making it obvious to everyone that could see he’d just been 


reamed. Rolling his eyes, Bear reached out and stilled his 
lover with a hand on his shoulder. 


Realising what he was giving away, Liam blushed. 


“Can’t you see the man’s trying to enjoy his dinner? Why do 
you have to bring up work at the table?” 


Jack questioned Charlie’s methods. 


“Oh, now look here. I’m the director here, not you, and if | 
have a message to give to one of my residents l'Il do it as | 
see fit,” Charlie replied in a raised voice. 


Immediately, Charlie and Jack started arguing back and 
forth across the table. Bear didn’t care. He was 
concentrating on the melt-in-your-mouth chicken. He felt 
Liam’s hand on his thigh and glanced over. 


Liam mouthed the words, “I love you.” 
“I love you, too,” Bear mouthed back. 


As Liam went back to his food, Bear continued to stare at 
him. Maybe he could get a teaching job in one of the small 
towns around the area. He could rent a small house here in 
town and commute while Liam finished school. Maybe 
they’d stay in town or maybe they’d end up at one of the 
satellite offices of Bianchi Bytes. The location didn’t matter 
to him. He could get a job anywhere. The most important 
thing was sitting beside him. 


He grinned to himself as he thought about the two of them 
ten years down the road. Bear wondered if Liam would cut 
his hair. Executives didn’t usually have shaggy hair. He 
could easily picture Liam with a shorter style, strands of 
grey threading through it in the coming years. 


“Pass the salt,” Liam elbowed him in the side. 
“Sorry?” 

“The salt.” Liam gestured. “Where’ve you been?” 
“Our future,” Bear replied with a smile. 
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